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TO HIS GRACE THE 


DUKE of PORTLAND, 
Se. Se. 


VI 


OF THE 


BRITISH Lying-in Hof pital 
e 


BROWNLOW-STREET. 


My LoRD, 


KKK S, through Your Grace's generous 
& A © Condeſcenſion, I am permitted to 
I lay this Trifle at your Feet, I could 
with the Performance were more worthy of 
its Noble Patron: Not that I mean thereby 
to depreciate my own Work—1 leave that 


for others—but becauſe, were it equal to 
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iv. DEDICATION. 


1 


the beſt Dramatic Performance, andlent or 
modern, it would ſtill admit of Amend. 
ment; and I ſhould Kill with it better, that 
it might do more Honour to Your Grace's 
Goodneſs. I have this Conſolation however, 
be what will its Defeats, that it was in- 
tended to expoſe Vice to a juſt Deteſtation, 
and to recommend the moſt virtuous, uſeful, 
and felicitous of Connections. Had it been 
otherwiſe, I would certainly have fought 
Protection from ſome very different Quarter, 
Your Grace has been actuated by the ſame 
Principles, and has promoted the ſame 
laudable Purpoſe in the molt effectual Man- 
ner, by nobly Patronizing and Preſiding 
over a Charity, the ſole Buſineſs of which 
is, by relieving thoſe Diſtreſſes unavoidably 
incident thereto, among the poorer Sort, to 
remove thoſe Impediments that are moſt 
likely ta ſtand in its Way. If I have 
drawn the vicious Characters with ſome 
Strength, it has been with a View only of 
making the virtuous ones appear more 
Rrikingly amiable: For ſure I am, whoever 


beholds 


DEDICATION. v 


beholds them together, muſt be wilfully 
blind not to ſee the infinite Diſproporticn 
between them. 


I am, My Loxp, with the moſt profound 
Deference and Reſpect, 


YouR GRACE's 
Moſt humble, 
Moſt dutiful, and 


Moſt obliged Servant, 


Ludgate-Hill, 
Mey 16, 1768. Ab. Portal, 
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Advertiſement. 


S it has been thought, and I do not 
pretend to deny, that there is a 
conſiderable Similitude between the Cha- 
racters and Circumſtances of the principal 
Heroine of this Comedy, and of Mr. Colman's 
Engliſh Merchant; the Author thinks it 
neceſſary to aſſure his Readers, that his 
Piece was finiſhed, much as it now is, ſome 
time before the Exhibition of that Per- 
formance; and that he had never ſo much 
as ſeen the Work of Voltaire, from which 
that Play was taken—nevertheleſs is not diſ- 
pleaſed to find, that he has accidentally hit 
upon any thing in common with two ſuch 
eminent Maſters, He hopes the Public 
will make proper Allowances for the Im- 
perfections of the Repreſentation, when 
they conſider, that ſeveral of the Performers 
never appeared on any Stage before, and but 
one on any of the capital ones: Yet he 1s 
_of opinion ſome of them would not have 
diſgraced a Royal Company, 


Occaſional PROLOGUE. 
K Roman Bard was deem'd a glorious Might, 
Who taught to mingle Profit with Delight : 

But Britain's Sons to nobler Heights aſpire, 

Whoſe Pleaſures kindle at Devotions Fire- 

Devotion did I ſay ?---nay, never tart, 

The beſt Religion is a feeling Heart: 

Approving Heav'n the Sacrifice will own, 

And Viriue's Wreaths our well-choſe Paſtimes crown, 

To ſoothe the Sorrows of diſaſProus Love, 

And Misry's Pangs from Beauty's Breaſt to mode; 

When Anguiſh, Fear, and Poverty unite, 

To cheer the Gloom, and chaſe each dreary Sprite ; 

To bid the tender Infant rear its Head, 

Nor pining Want, nor chilling. Boreas dread, 

Are Actions worthy of a noble Soul, 

And ſpeed the Britiſh Fame from Pole to Pole. 

Let not the Venal or the Grave exclaim, 

& The Sons of Want ſhould check each am'rous Flame; 

& Nor ſhould unportion'd Virgins ſeek to pleaſe 

& Ther wanton Fancies at th' Expence of Eaſe : 

« Thoſe Pangs are voluntary which they bear, 

« Then why ſhould we for their Imprudence care ©” 
* Avaunt, ye Fretches l but no ſuch are here--- 
IWho ne er for human Mis ry ſhed a Tear. 

Has not kind Heav'n alike throughout our Race 
Diffus'd each native Charm, each bloomitig Grace? 
The Rich and Poor are made alike to feel 
The Pou'r of Beauty, and the Pow'r of Steel: 
Engroſſing Gold, can they not be content 
Would they engroſs each Bleſſing Heavn has lent ? 

Happy the Bard by this kind Audience grad, 
IVhoſe Foy is Goodneſs, and whoſe Judgment Taſte 
No envious Hiſs, no baſe malicious Sneer, 

No ſnarling Critic can our Author fear e 
Secure of Candour, he reſigns his Cauſe 
To Virtue's Judgment, and Good-nature's Laws. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


TRAFFIC. 

OLD REYNARD. 
YOUNG REYNARD, 
WEALTHY. 
TRUSTY. 
CLODPOLE. 


TIM. 


WOMEN. 


en 


FANNY. 
KITTY. 
SALLY. 
ARTFUL, 
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SCE N E, The Street. 


TRAFFPICK and YOUNG REYNARD meeting, 


— 


TRAFFICK. 


KW KACK REYNARD! 
F by Y. Reynard. Ned Traffick ! | 
Traff. What, in the Name of all the Seven 
EN Wonders, can this mean? Why, Zack / | 
I thought to have found thee in thy *Compting-houſe, 
with Brow contracted, and Face a Yard long, poring "1 
over ſome enormous Ledger, with a Gooſe-quill, in- 
deed, ſticking in thy Cap—but not ſuch a gaudy 
Feather as I ſee thy Head is now adorn'd with.—The 
Coffee-houſe Waiters have not yet buckled their 
Shoes—and here art thou, trick'd out as for a Ball— 
| B ſomething 


| ſomething ſoil'd tho. — Ah, Fact! I fear this is Veſter- 
day's Finery—up all Night, by Jupiter“ 


Irregularity; for, to ſay the Truth, thou doſt in 


I I havn't been in Bed yet nor will I, till my Happi- 
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> THE INDISCREET LOVER: 


Y. Reyn. Let's look under thy Wig, Ned; for cer- 
tainly thou muſt be cropp'd. 
Taff. This is not uſual with thee—there muſt be 
ſome extraordinary Cauſe to make thee guilty of ſuch 


general manage even thy_Vices with more Prudence, 
than many do their Virtues. May one not know, Jack? 

J. Reyn, I can't tell—let me confider—it is not 
every Secret that is fit for thy Ear: for truly, Ned, 
thou doſt inherit ſuch ſtrange Notions, from thy great 
great Grandame, of Virtue, and Modeſty, and diſ- 
intereſted Love, and ſuch Stuft—but—l think—here is 
nothing for thy Conſcience to be ſqueamiſh at—there- 
fore I don't much care if I do tell thee. 

Traff. Dear Jack! thou know'ſt I love thee I'm all 
on fire. oa 

Y. Reyn. Well then, thou ſhalt know—So am I, 
but I deſire to keep my Flame all to myſelf. O Ne! 
laſt Night! laſt, did I ſay ? —Sdeath, it is preſent ſtill. 


neſs is complete —Such a Wench! fair as Chaſtity— 
melting as Flattery—-kind as the free-embracing Air— 
and rich, rich, my Boy, as an Engliſb-hunted Nabob. 

Traff. Truce with thy Raptures, dear Reynard, and 
let a body ſeriouſly know where you met with her— 
who ſhe is—and what Reaſon ſhe has given you for all 
this Tranſport. | 

Y. Reyn. Altho' I am, indeed, driven by this Hurri- 
cane of pleaſing Incidents beyond my uſual Bounds oi 
Temper, nevertheleſs thou knoweſt I never loſe Sight 
of the main Point—thou heard'ſ me ſay ſhe is rich 
otherwiſe all her Charms, were they ten times more 


than they are, had never for one Moment overſet my 
Philoſophy- 
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Philoſophy. I know the Value of Liberty, N, from 
a Printer's Devil to a Right Honourable Patriot, and 
depend upon it, will never part with mine under a 
Plumb. 

Traff. Thou art the moſt mercenary Coxcomb !— 
but to my Queſtions— Where ? 

Y. Reyn. To anſwer thee methodically then—at the 
Temple of Elegance in S9ho;—Secondly, ſhe is the 
only Daughter of a Merchant, well known to be im- 


menſely rich ;—and laſtly, ſhe has granted me ſo many 


Favours already, it would be downright Impudence in 
her to refuſe to give up all the remaining ones. 

Traff. But what Hopes canſt thou have of obtaining 
her Farher's Conſent ? 

Y. Reyn. There com'ſt thou in again with thoſe 
antiquated Notions of thine - ſuppoſe I can obtain his 
Money, won't that do as well ? 

Traff. Thou wouldſt not ſteal her, Fact ? 

F. Reyn. I fear, if I did, my Conſcience would not 
let me ſleep—the firſt Night —however, that is not my 
Intention—'twou'd give the Old Hunks too fair an 
Opportunity to bilk me of the beſt Part of my Bargain. 
I am to breakfaſt with her at Eleven in her Room. 
She is to pretend Sickneſs — her Maid is inſtructed to 
introduce me privately, and then you ſhall know more. — 
If I ftand in need of your Aſſiſtance, you will give 
it me ? 

Traff. With all my Heart—as far as Honour will 
permit. 

T. Reyn. In Love and War, Ned, every Stratagem is 


honourable, fo it but leads to Victory—How goes your 


Affair with Lucia? Your Deſigns are quite OTE 
I hope—ha! ha! ha! 

Traff. Nay, do not laugh at me, Fack, en k nov ſt 
my Embarraſlnent—and I was now coming to atk thy 


B 2 Advice, 


| 
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Advice.—Hitherto I have aſſum'd the Character only 


of a diſintereſted Friend—ſhall I declare myſelf her 


Lover, and give way to the Violence of my Wiſhes? 

Y. Reyn. By all means. 

- Traff. I have reaſon to think ſhe loves me. 

J. Reyn. Doubt it not. 

- Traff. And ſo make an End of it at once? 

Y. Reyn. The ſooner the better, and put the poor 
Thing out of its Pain. 

Traff. I am rejoic'd, Fack, to find thee of my Way 
of thinking; for truly I was afraid of thy Money- 
craving Genius; but I am now convinced it is only 
a Trick of rattling thou haſt got— Thou ſhalt put me 
in Poſſeſſion of my Prize. 

Y. Reyn. With all my Heart. 

Traff. Let me embrace thee, my dear, dear Friend 
and as ſoon as I can get her Conſent to be married, I 
will let thee know. 

J. Reyn. Married! *Sdeath ! is the Man mad? 

Traff. Didn't you adviſe me to it ? 

Y. Reyn. What!—to marry a Wench without 2 
Penny of Fortune II advis'd you indeed to give way 
to the Violence of your Wiſhes—not to doubt of her 
being pleas'd with it—to put the poor Thing out of its 
Pain as ſoon as poffible—and promis'd (that is, if you 
will follow my Advice) to put you in Poſſeſſion of her: 
But pardon me, dear Ned, I would ſooner adviſe you 
to put an End to your Cares with one Nooſe, than to 
begin them with another. 

Tra. Faith, Jack, my Weakneſs is ſuch, I cannot 
be happy without her. 

Y. Reyn. And that is the worſt Way in the World 


to be happy with her. Now tell me fairly, Ned, what 


Advantages canſt thou propoſe to thyſelf from ſuch a 
Match ? | 


Traff. 


A COMEDY. 5 


Traff. To have a ſweet and agreeable Companion 
for Life, whoſe Perſon, embelliſh'd with every Charm 
that Nature can beſtow, or a Lover deſire, may be a 
perpetual Fund of the moſt exquiſite, and at the ſame 
time innocent Enjoyment—whoſe ſenſible and poliſh'd 
Converfation may improve every Moment of inſipid 
Leiſure into the moſt enviable Felicity —whoſe charm- 
ing and affectionate Senſibility may reverberate to my 
own Boſom every Ray of communicated Happineſs — 
and whoſe prudent Advice and endearing Conſolation 
may diſarm Misfortune of its Sting, and make it often, 
in ſpite of its own Nature, a Bleſſing. 

Y. Reyn. All this, indeed, may be done without Mo- 
ney ;—and of the laſt Bleſſing in the Catalogue you 
may have Abundance—but is it poſſible, Ned, you can 
expect all this ? x | 

Traff. Without doubt, with Lucia. 

Y. Reyn. Then is it more than poſſible you will be 
horribly diſappointed. Shall I now tell you my Ex- 
pectations on the ſame Occaſion ? 

Traff. By all means. 

Y. Reyn. Firſt then, I do expect, by that time I 
have enjoy'd my ſweet enchanting Fanny for one fix 
Weeks, that I ſhall reliſh her dear Perſon as highly as 
a Catholic does Fiſh in the ſixth Week of Lent :— 
Secondly, I do expect, that I ſhall find it the moſt 
prudent thing in the World, to prevent my leiſure 
Moments from being inſipid, or diſagreeably filled with 
Jangling, to ſpend them abroad: Thirdly, I do ex- 
pect to find her affectionate Senſibility awake to every 
Fop that ſhall endeavour to excite it; but a perfect 
Dormouſe where the Happineſs of your humble Servant 
is concerned: And, Laſtly, that I ſhall have more of 
her Advice than I could wiſh, and lefs of her Comfort : 
So that, upon the whole, I cannot ſee any Reaſon a 

wiſe 
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6 THE INDISCREET LOVER: 


wiſe Man can have to marry, but to improve his 


Fortune. 
Traff. The Man that marries with no other View, 


deſerves no other Happineſs. 

Y. Reyn. Once more, dear Ned, lay afide theſe ob- 
ſolete Notions — follow my Advice—and thou ſhalt 
enjoy thy Miſtreſs: After that, if thou art diſguſted 
with Happineſs, marry her in the Devil's Name, and 
be miſerable. Mean while remove her this very 
Morning where I advis'd you. 

Traff. I will conſider of it- Adieu. 


YOUNG REYNARD knocks at the Door, and is let in; 
when the Scene changes to a Hall. 


YOUNG REYNARD and SALLY TUCKSHEET. 


Sally. Law! Sir, where have you been all Night? 

Y. Reyn. That's ſomewhat free, my pretty Con- 
feſlor—but you and I have been ſo us'd to take little 
Freedoms with one another, that it is not much to be 
wonder'd at—however, I won't refuſe you a proper 
Anſwer. (Kiſſes her.) 

Sally. As much asto ſay, that is what you have been 
at all Night, I ſuppoſe. 

Y. Reyn. Faith, my little Tuchſheet, I did not think 
of your drawing that Concluſion ; but I had no need to 
have went abroad for that, you know. 

Sally. No, that you needn't ;—but you ſha'n't make 
ſuch a Fool of me as you have done. 

Y. Reyn. Nay, Child, I'm ſure I made you wiſer 
than xi found you. 

Sally. You promis'd to make me better too but 
you never ſay any thing upon that Score now. 

Y. Reyn. That's becauſe I find you good enough, 
Child, 

Sally, If 
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Sally. If that's the Caſe, you ſhall find me too good 
for your Purpoſe, I aſſure you. 

T. Reyn. Do you think I ſhould like to be plagu'd 
with a jealous Wife, my Dear? 

Sally. I ſhould have no Occaſion to be jealous then. 

Y. Reyn. Ten Times more than now.—Wives are 
the mereſt Wretches in Nature. —I would not do the 
Woman I lov'd fo ill an Office as to marry her, for 
the World. 

Sally. Why did you promiſe me you would, then ? 

T. Reyn. Becauſe you defir'd me. 

Sally. Then I defire you would perform your Promiſe. 

Y. Reyn. Ay! Child, but your firſt Deſire was a 
reaſonable one, as it put me to no Inconvenience, and 
made us both happy; but your preſent—would put me 
to a very great one, and make us both unhappy — 
we're better by half as we are. (Offers to kiſs her.) 

Sally. Let me alone, I will have nothing to ſay to 
you any more; old Maſter's coming—he'll catch you 
at your Tricks one of theſe Days. 

Y. Reyn. Get me a clean Shirt, Child, and bring it 
up to my Room. 

Sally. I won't. 

V. Reyn. You'll be the Loſer by it. 

Sally. J don't care what I loſe now—I am ſure I 
have loſt all my Peace of Mind—thro*' your wicked 
Promiſes and Perſuaſions But I am determined to oY 
my Maſter Warning directly. 

Y. Reyn. Fooliſh Jade! I muſtn't let her go yet, I'm 
not tir'd of her. (A/ide.)—You would not be ſo ſilly, 
would ye? Don't you ſee I was only joking ? (pulling her.) 

Sally. Yes, I do ſee it—but I won't be your Jeſt, 
nor your Make-game—nor your any thing elſe any 
longer —ſince I find you don't intend to marry me— 
ſo I won't, (Runs off.) 
. Y. Reyn. A 
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Y. Reyn, A Vixen! yet J like her for two Things. — 
] had more Trouble in. bringing her to, than all the 
Girls I ever met with—and ſhe coſts me nothing 
which laſt Circumſtance, as I love Variety, determines 
me not to part with her.— But here comes old Dad 


Never were Father and Son better match'd—OQur Sen- 


timents are the ſame to a Hair—He is very willing I 
{hould take my Pleaſure— He has no Ideas of Virtue 
and Vice, but as they lead to Riches or Poverty, and 
inſtructs me in a new Kind of Chemiftry, which I love 
him for, to extract Gold even out of Debauchery itſelf, 


OLD REYNARD and YOUNG REYNARD. 


Old Reyn. Ah! Son, Son, how is this? Come home 


at this Time I in this Dreſs l Vou are us'd to take 
more Care of your Reputation. Reputation, Son, is 
a valuable Jewel It is a Mine of Wealth, which 
whilſt you are in Poſſeſſion of, it is impoſſible you 
ſhould want for any thing—lIt is the Tradeſman's 
Bank, and ought never to be parted with, but when 
we can at once get ſo much, as never more to ſtand in 
need of its Affiſtance. 

Y. Reyn. Very true, Dad !—very true but when 
you know what Game J have been hunting after- 

Old Rey. Nay, I know you was always a prudent 


| Lad—a.very prudent Lad.—Some rich Heir, I warrant 


you, that wants Money, Eh !—you have made a good 
Bargain ? | 

Y. Reyn. No—that isn't it. 

O. Reyn, What? the Gaming-table? You have 


good Security, I hope? Take care of Lords and 


Members that -damn'd Privilege is like a perpetual 
Act of Grace, only with this Difference, the Debtor 


under one is oblig'd to take a falſe Oath to cheat you 


but the other none at all—except he is willing to 
3 beſtow 
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A COMEDY. 3 
beſtow a few voluntary Curſes on you, and order the 
impertinent Raſcal to be kick'd out of his Houſe. 

Y. Reyn. They are dangerous Tackle, Father—T 
never meddle with them. What think you of a 
Lady? 

Old Reyn. I hope you have her Diamond Ear-rings 
ſafe, or her Necklace, or her Bracelet with her Lord's 
Picture: She muſt redeem that, you Enow—If not out 
of Love, out of Fear. 

Y. Reyn. No, Dad, you have not hit upon it yet. 
Od Reyn. Some kept Madam, perhaps—whoſe Spark 
having loſt all his Money at the Gaming- table, is 
oblig'd to make her wait for her Allowance, which ſhe 
has ſpent every Farthing before-hand; but take care 
ſhe puts no falfe Jewels upon you, and whatever you 
do, buy outright—buy outright—with a Promiſe only 
not to part with it for a certain Time—a rare Excuſe 
for getting a Thing for half its Value—a thouſand to 
one ſhe never redeems. But make it a ſtrict Rule, 
Tack, never to deal in their Way with thoſe you deal 
with. 

Y. Reyn. You' re quite of the wrong Side yet, 
Father : But what d'ye think of a matrimonial Scheme 
with a blooming young Lady, and Fortune enough to 
purchaſe half the Liberty of the Nation 4 . 

d Reyn. Ay, Son, ay] that would be the Thing— 
that would be the Thing but beware! Matrimony 


has ruin'd more than Extravagance, Honeſty, and 


Books. If ſhe pretends to have her Fortune in her 
own Hands—be ſure you have ocular Demonſtration 
firſt—have the Rino all down—Chink, Boy, Chink; 
or you may be ferv'd like my Friend Caſhcount's Cletk 
in Lombard. ſircet. | 

Y. Reyn. Never fear me, Dad—do you know Mr. 


talthy? | 
: C Ola Reyn, 
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Old Reyn. What, the great Mr. Wealthy, that is juſt 
return'd from reſiding in Spain, whence he is ſaid to 
have brought as large a Fortune as Clive from the Indies? 

Y. Reyn. The ſame. 

Old Reyn. Ah! Boy, that would do, that would 
do—But has he got a Daughter ? 

T. Reyn. And a charming one too—and l one, 
Dad that' s better ſtill. 

Old Reyn. So it is—ſo it is—I ſee you are a Boy 
after my own Heart. —Women change — Women 
change—but Money is always the fame—young or 
old—and the more it breeds, the better for us, Eh! 
Son, Eh! 

T. Reyn. Reports of People's Wealth, you know, 
are not always to be depended upon—Before I proceed 
too far with the Girl, ſuppoſe you was to make ſome 
Enquiries for me. 

Old Reyn. Wiſely thought—wiſely thought. What 
a happy Dog was I to get ſuch a Son as thee [and 
but one—however, I took care of that—for I wouldn't 
marry your Mother till ſhe was nine and thirty, for 
fear of a Brood. Wasn't that prudent, Fack? wasn't 
that prudent? 

Y. Reyn. Ves, faith, Dad—lI think it was—but J 
muſt in, and unburden me of this Load of Finery. 

Old Reyn. Well, Il fee to it I'll fee to it. | Exeunt, 


Scene LuCia's Lodgings. 


Lucia and TI RUSTY. 


Lucia. Truſty! 

- Truly. Madam. 

Lucia. I think *tis juſt fix Months that you have 
ſerv'd me. 


Truſ?y, Exactly, Madam. : 
1 . Lucia. 
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Tucia. Here are your Wages, Tray: but I am 
ſorry to acquaint you we muſt part. 

Truly. Have I offended, Madam? 

Lucia. O] never, never.— Could I afford to keep you, 
J ſhould efteem it no ſmall Happineſs to have ſuch a 
faithful Servant. | 

Trufty. I ſerv'd your Father, Madam, long and faith- 
fully.ä— When you was born, I ſincerely ſhar'd in the 
general Feſtivity when he, poor Man! was forc'd by 


his Misfortunes to fly his Country, and left you, till 


an Infant, under the Care of his good . Friend old 


Mr. Trafjick, I follow'd him abroad — his Bounty 


well repaid my Service—and when he ſent me 
from him, he commanded me to wait upon you till his 


Return. As he has not been heard of ſince, and the 


Ship on which he embark'd was caſt away, there is 
indeed too much Reaſon to fear that will never be. 
Yet, tis not certain—Eſcapes at Sea are often wonder- 
ful—and Sickneſs, or ſome ſtrange ſiniſter Accident, 
may have prevented him from giving you Information. 

Lucia. Ah! Trufly, why will you awake my Griefs ? 
So ſhort a Voyage as from Liſbon and ſetting Sail 
only a few Days after you—his Fortunes all embark'd 


with him, which, as they ſay, were grown again con- 


ſiderable—had he by any Means eſcap'd the general 
Wreck, he muſt have been heard of, long, bong: before 
this Time. 

Traſiy. Yet, Madam, give him not up entirely; and 
ſince it was his Will that I ſhould wait upon you till 
his Return, permit me to extend my Services a little 
longer. 

FW Alas! I have no Fund for my Subſiſtence, 
but worthy Mr. Trafict's Bounty, which he can have 
no Hopes of being paid again: beſides, he dropt a 
diſtant Hint, you might be ſpar'd, as in the Lodgings 
he had provided for me I ſhould not want Aſſiſtance. 


2 | Tru ety. 
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Truſty. The little I have got was all your Father's ; 
which, I hope, when meaſur'd with a thrifty Hand, will 
=” ſupply the blunted Appetites of Age; therefore I mean 
to ſeek no other Service: Indulge me then, fweet 
Lady, to remain where Gratitude demands—T aſk no 
| Wages yet ſhall be over-paid, by the Pleaſure of be- 

| holding continually in you all thoſe amiable Virtues 
reviv'd, which made my dear old Miſtreſs, Heav'ns bleſs 
| her Memory ! univerſally reſpected and belov'd. (Weeps.) 
It Luca. Excellent old Man | What ſhall I ſay? The 
" Virtues of my Father and Mother I have only known 
1 by Relation; yet ſurely your grateful Fidelity and 
| Affection proves their Reality. 
i | Truſly. Since, Madam, you are pleas'd to think fo 
kindly of me, I hope you will not refuſe my Requeſt. 

Lucia. Henceforth, kind Truſty, ſince you will ſerve 
me, let me call you Friend. Tis Fortune makes Di- 
ſtinctions I have none—ſo cannot be your Miſtreſs; 
* but I will uſe your Diſcretion and Experience in Life, 
1 to ſupply the Want of it in myſelf: for I am indeed in 
1 a very critical Situation, and ſtand in need of more 
=” Wiſdom, than I am Miſtreſs of, to guide me.—But 
j here comes my generous Beneſactor when he is gone, 
we will talk further. 
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Lucia and TRAFFICK. 
Traff. Good Morning to my pretty ſerious Friend ! 


Come, Lucia, let me ſee you gay, my Dear; and 
don't diſappoint me of the only Advantage I propoſe 
to myſelf in ſerving you, that of ſeeing you happy. 

Lucia. I am ſure Mr. Traffick does not think that 
Seriouſneſs is incompatible with Happineſs. Methinks, 
I would rather be ſeriouſly happy, than merrily ſo; 
the latter is like the Blaze of a Bonfire, kindled but for 


a little while, and on particular Occaſions ; the former 
like 
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like a good Family Hearth, that one may ſit and keep 
one's ſelf warm by.on long Winter Evenings. 

Taff. Ay, but, my lovely Monitor, you would not 
be a Hypocrite, would you ? 

Lucia, Not for a Title and Eee chere i is no 
Character which I more deteſt, 

Traff. *Sdeath | that gave me a Twinge. ( Afde.) 
What think you then, Miſtreſs, of your Eyes ſaying 
one Thing, and your Heart another? Ts not a chear- 
ful Countenance the Language by which Nature ex- 
preſſes Happineſs? If you put on a ſerious one then, 
how are we to come at the Truth? However, Lucia, 


I have provided you a Lodging with an old Lady and 


her Niece, both of ſuch mirthful Diſpoſttions, that 


they think every Hour is loſt, which they don't laugh 
away half of. By that time you have been there a 


very little time, I doubt not but you will catch the 
agreeable Contagion. 


Lucia. Nay, Mr. Traffick, I am no Enemy to Mirth, 

and have ever been of Opinion, that an open, ſmiling 
Countenance ſhews a Heart at Eaſe, which is the Pri- 
vilege of Innocence only. 
Taff. And ſhall I deprive myſelf and this amiable 
Creature of ſo bleſſed a Privilege! Curſt Thought, 
avaunt! (Afide.) I am glad, Lucia, to find you of 
my Opinion ; I always think the better of my own, 
when I find it is yours. 


Lucia. Good Sir, you are always obliging; and if T 


have not appear'd ſo happy as you wiſh me, it is owing 
to the Senſe I have of your unlimited Generoſity and 


Goodneſs, and my utter Incapacity of rendering you 
a ſuitable Return. If T could dare to hope I have ſtill 
a Father living, I might one Day be happy. 

Traff. Would I could flatter you !—but 'tis not the 


| Part of Friendſhip. Yet, dear Lady, do not ſuffer my 


Scrvices 
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Services to give you Pain. It is you that confer the 
Obligation by taking them in good Part, and I that 
receive therefrom the greateſt of all Pleaſures. May 
I no longer drag a worthleſs Life, when a virtuous 
Action ceaſes to bring with it its own Reward ! 

Lucia. Amiable Youth ! (A/ide.) Kind Sir, how 
ſhall I at, to make Goodneſs reflect the greateſt 
Pleaſure on the Boſom from whence it ſprings? Shall 
I endeavour to forget my unprecedented Obligations, 
and, to make you happy, be myſelf ungrateful ?—that 
cannot be,—Or ſhall I, by indulging my Gratitude, 
give my generous Benefactor Pain? that muſt not 
be.— Well then, I will be as happy as I can, and aſſure 
you, that I receive more Pleaſure than Pain from being 
the Object of your Benevolence. 

Traff. An obliging Aſſurance, indeed — - Chen 
Creature! O ſhe has baniſh'd every looſer Thought. 
Curſe on the cenſuring World! I will declare my 
Love, and make her mine. —Vet ſtay once more I 
will conſult my Friend. -( Aſide.) 

Lucia. Bleſs me | he ſeems confus'd What can 
this mean? (Aſde.) Good Sir, I fear you are not 
well, you ſeem diſorder'd. 

Traff. Yes, very well, my Luca—only ſomething 
came into my Mind, which I had forgot—that I mult 
ſee about immediately—then, Madam, I will return, 
and wait on you to your new Lodgings: by that time 
you are ready, I']l be with you; till then your 
Servant. 

Lucia, Your's, good Sir, I will take care to be ready. 


Lucia. 
_ Worthy Youth ! how virtuous, generous, and ac- 
compliſh'd! but down, my throbbing Heart—it muſt 
not, cannot be—yet ſurely thoſe frequent Confuſions I 
have 
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have obſery'd in him, muſt have a Meaning Vain 
Maid! what Meaning? It is indeed thy Duty to love 
him—for he has been a Father, Brother, and a Friend 
to thee, but muſt not be a Huſband. No—ſhould his 
Charity betray him into a Paſſion prejudicial to his 
Intereſt, I muſt, I ought to oppoſe it.— Has he, with 
noble, unconſtrain'd Liberality, ſupported me, a help- 
leſs Orphan—and ſhall I, ungratefully ſelfiſh, reward 
it by intruding a Beggar into his Boſom ? Forbid it, 
Virtue !—I may be wretched, but will not deſerve to 
be ſo. I will conſult my faithful Truſiy, and ſound 
him in his Opinion concerning Mr. Traffck. 


Exp of the FIRST ACT, 


ACT 
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SCENE, A Room in REYNARD's Houſe. 


OLD RREVYNARD and TIM. 


O Reyn. AS Mr. Crockery been here again, Tim? 
Tim. Yes, Sir, and I told him you 
was not in the Way. 

Old Reyn. Right, Tim, right; F hope you did not 
ſay I was out.—You know I hate Lying. No Man 
can ſupport his Credit Jong, that does not always ſpeak 
the Truth. I ſuppoſe, upon the old Aﬀair—going to 
make another Break of it, ha! | 

Tim. I imagine fo, Sir. He would not tell me his 
Buſineſs ; but ſaid it would admit of no Delay. 

Old Reyn. But it ſhall admit of Delay with me, 
Tim.— A Raſcal, a Cutpurſe, a Thief! What, does 
he think I will make my Character ſtink for him as bad 
as his? Six Times already have I purchas'd his Stock 
for a Song, on Condition to re-ſell it him for no more 
than double the Money, as ſoon as his Certificate was 
ſign'd. A notorious Villain! Seven Times! Abomi- 
nable, abominable ! Tl have nothing more to do with 
him. | 

Tim. But you had better ſpeak to him, Sir. 

Old Reyn. No, no, no; why, the Raſcal has had the 
Impudence to ſet up his Chariot, and take a Country- 
Houſe, within theſe three Months. 


Tim. But you know, Sir, he bought the Chariot a 


Bargain. 
Old Reyn. A Bargain ! the Fellow that rode in it 
before, died and left his Children for a Legacy to the 
| 3 Pariſh, 
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: Pariſh but for the preſent Poſſeſſor of it, he has 

ſcurce liv'd long enough in one Place to obtain a legal 

; Settlement in any: So that, whenever he is hang'd, he 

may have as many Pariſhes diſpute about his Habitation, 

as they ſay there were Nations that contended for the 

Birth- place of that old blind Fellow your Poets talk \ 
& about, —Have you been where I order'd you, Tim? 

| Tim. Yes, Sir, and Signior Mealily has got to the 


8 


17 Amount of above © hundred and fifty thouſand Pounds 
ou in the ſeveral Funds you ſent me to ſearch at. 
| Old Reyn. Very well, very well. Tell my Son I 
ot want to ſpeak with him—and d'ye hear? go to Mr. 
an W Overtrade, and tell him I thought he had known me 
ak better, than to ſuppoſe I would take more than legal 
to W Intereſt, What, turn Uſurer! Heavens forbid !—But 
; there is old Dobbin, an excellent Horſe! Five and 
15 W twenty Years I have experienc'd his Goodneſs —his 
| Eyes indeed are a little the worſe, and ſomething lame 
„ at preſent—if he will give me twenty Pounds for it, 
'-> WW the fame I myſelf gave, I will lend him the Money at 
ad common Intereſt—Poor Creature! 1 ſhall be ſorry to 
ck part with him; but one muſt ſerve one's Friends. 
eGo, make haſte.— Hark! hark! (Calling him back.) 
oy Tim. Sir. 
880 Old Reyn. Have you got off the Moidores, Tim? 
h Tin. O! yes, Sir, I had rare Luck—I got hve of | 


them off together to old Dimſight the Miſer, who 
was ſo tranſported at the Sight of the Caſh, that, 


1 without examining them, he aſk'd me only if they . 
th were all Weight; to which anſwering they were, and | 
: that we always weigh them, he huſtled them into a 


great Bag, where [I dare ſwear they will never ſee Day- 
light till his Heir breaks the Seal of it. 


IE D Old Reyn, 
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Old Reyn. Ha! ha! ha! you told no Lye, Tim, 
they were all Weight, they were all Weight—ha! 
hal ha !—but what did you with the other five! 

Tim. Three of them I ſent, ſeal'd up, as Part of 
the ten Pounds that Mr. Tenderheart order'd to be 
given to the Sufferers by Fire, and the other two I 
got off at the Banker's, by telling the Clerk a comical 
Story while he was counting the Money. | 

Old Reyn. Excellent, Tim, excellent! You'll make 
a great Man in Time. One Day I may take you into 
Buſineſs. —There's nothing makes a Servant diligent 
like giving him Hopes—but then one mult take care, 


and ſtop there. (Aſide.) 


Tim. Really, Sir, this Money- trade is rather dan- 
gerous I am afraid, ſome time or other I ſhall come 
into Trouble about it. 

Old Reyn. Never fear, my Character will bear you 
out — I'll take care of you— beſides, *tis no High 
Treaſon, Tim, *tis no Engliſh Money—and if theſe 


Foreigners will ſend us bad, Eh!—Tell my Son to 


come to me - tell my Son to come to me. 


OLD REYNARD. 


Lucky Rogue ! a hundred and fifty thouſand Pounds ! 
This comes of being diſcreet and dutiful. Well, I 
may thank myſelf for it after all. How many Fathers 
ruin their Child:en by preaching up more Virtues than 
ever they themſelves practis'd, and fo, by ſetting them 
too hard a Iaſk, diſcourage them from ſo much as 
endcavouring at it! That hasn't been my Way. No, 
Jact, ſays I, I know you are young, and Youth will 
have its Levities. Indulge them with Caution, and 
everi they may be render'd profitable—as thus—by 
drinking, you may obtain Friends—by keeping Com- 
pany with hair-brain'd and extravagant young Fellows, 

you 
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you may make an Adyantage of their Wants—by fre- 
quenting publick Places, you may find out People's 
Characters, and learn who are not to be truſted—by 
going now and then to a Brothel, you will not only 
gratify your Wants in a cheaper Way than by Matri- 
mony, but you will be convinc'd that Women are not 
the Angels your too modeſt young Feilows are apt to 
take them for, and, conſequently, learn that the For- 
tune of a Wife is the only ſolid Advantage we are to 
hope for. 


OLD REeynARD and YounG REYNARD. 


Y. Reyn. I come to know your Pleaſure, Sir, 

Old Reyn. My Pleaſure, you young Raſcal ! why, 
my Pleaſure is, that you forward your own as ſoon as 
poſſible—loſe no Time, Boy—make ſure of your 
Prize—She's a rich one, I can tell ye—nothing leſs 
than a Regiſter-Ship—a Spar; Galleon. 

Y. Reyn. Say you ſo, Sir? What Word has Tim 
brought ? 

Old Reyn. He has ſcarch'd the Books at the Bank, 
the Ea/t- India, the South-Sea Houſe, — Old TPealthy ſtands 
every where—a hundred and fifty thouſand ſtrong, 

Y. Reyn. The more the better—all ſhall be my own, 


old Dad! 


Old Reyn. Rare Boy! rare Boy But hark ye, 
Fack, how d'ye think to obtain the old Gentleman's 
Conſent? Nothing to be done without—Appearances 
muſt be ſay'd. ” 

Y. Reyn. You know, Sir, I have ever follow'd your 
Advice, and never gave up my Intereſt or Reputation on 
any Account whatſoever : but Youth, Dad, will have 
its Levities, and if I can turn them to my Advantage— 

Old Reyn. True, Fack, true! but I don't ſee how 


tae can be done here. 
| + &. Y. Ren. 
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Y. Reyn. All Fleſh is frail, you know, Father and 
the Slips of Youth never caſt any Blemiſh, where 
honourable Reparation is made, 

Old Reyn. Wicked Rogue! wicked Rogue! I under- 
ſtand you—Father's own Child! well, leave you alone: 
But—but—if the Girl ſhould be contented there, and 
nothing come of it—you will be never the nearer. 

Y. Reyn. I have taken care of that; I am juſt come 
from her, where ] have work'd her Paſſions up, till 
ſhe pretended Doubts of my Conſtancy, as a Bar to 
the Completion of our Happineſs : on which I offer'd 
to fign a mutual Contract of Marriage under the For- 
lil | | | ſeiture of ten thouſand Pounds, to ſatisfy her till 

Matters could be brought about; to which ſhe con- 

ſented, and I expect her here ſhortly to ſign the Con- 
8 tract, which, for Secrecy's ſake, I'll get you to draw 
1 up againſt ſne comes. 

Old Reyn. Tl do it. But by all means, Fack, ſecure 
the other Point, or ſhe may be prevail'd on to give you 
up, and the old Gent' may litigate the Bond, 

Y. Reyn. Never fear, Dad, "when the Contract is 
fign'd, the will eaſily be brought to any Thing. — She 
is a true Spanih Conſtitution —-ripe as Summer, — 
When once that is accompliſh'd, I have thought how 
to make it turn out to the Increaſe of your Reputation, | 
und the obtaining of her Father's Conſent. 

Old Ren, Well, Son, I fee you are wiſe—T will 
leave all to you, and in to get the Contract drawn. 
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YOUNG REYNARD. 


Egad, Fack, thou ſeem'ſt to ſtand upon the very 
| Brink of Matrimony—A dangerous Criſis! Thou 
i wilt do well to look before thou Jeap'ſt.—Doſt thou 
i really love this Girl, or no? Blockhead ! what ſigni- 
fies whether thou doſt or not? She's handſome and 

rich— 
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| rich—there's Sport and Plunder.—In ſhort, I love her 
| as the American Hunter does the Beaver; but when 


once I am in Poſſeſſion of her Skin, what will = 
| become of her Bones, for aught I care, 


YOUNG REYNARD and TRAFFIckE. 


Y. Reyn. Ha, Ned, what Progreſs, my Boy ? Have 
you began the Attack— brought the Artillery to bear? 

Traff. I have conducted her to her new Lodgings; 
but faith it went ſore againſt the Grain, Jack. 

Y. Reyn. Then would I tell thee, if it was not 
| rather uncivil, that thou art a Fool in Grain for thy 
Pains, Ned: Where could the be ſo well ftow'd for thy 


| Purpoſe ? 4 4 
Traff. Indeed, Friend, my Purpoſe is not what 
it was. 


Y. Reyn. Squeamiſh again by Jupiter! 1 chk L 
had ſet the Terrors of Matrimony before thine Eyes in 
ſuch true and lively Colours, that thou would'ſt have 
fled from it as faſt as a young Virgin from the Paws of 
an old Letcher, or an old Widow into the Arms of a 
young one. 

Traff. O Reynard! had you heard the Converſation 
that paſs'd between me and that amiable Girl, you 
would have become a Convert to my Way of thinking, 
and have acknowledg'd that the "Treaſures of the Mind 
are infinitely more valuable than 

Y. Reyn. Hold, hold, dear Friend ; no Compariſons, 
I beſeech you. —The Treaſures of the Mind! ha! ha! 
ha !—prettily ſaid, faith]! but—ſhould you happen to 
be out of ready Caſh, they are a kind of a Bankrupt 
Stock—no Purchaſers e ſuch Thing as 
felling out, Ned / 

Traff. Poo! poo! this Raillery grows quite infipid— 
To be ſerious now, this accompliſh'd Creature, hot 4 
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ſhe has not the Gifts of Fortune, is rich in a thouſand 
excellent Qualifications, that more than compenſate 
for the Want of them—and I am determin'd to woo 
her honourably. 

Y. Reyn. A wiſe Determination truly! T hope ſhe'll 
give herſelf the Airs of Cruelty too. 

. Traff. To ſay the Truth, I am not a little afraid of 
her Delicacy; and do believe, if ſhe had a Fortune 
equal to my own—lT ſhould have leſs Trouble to 
win her. 

Y. Reyn. Well, there, Ned, I can pour a little of 
the Balm of Comfort into thy Wounds; J will ven- 
ture to anſwer for it, ſhe gives you no Trouble on that 
Account. Bait but the Hook with Matrimony—ſhe'll 
bite, I warrant you—She'll be for joining the Trea- 
ſures of the Earth to thoſe of the Air. 

Traff. And you really think ſhe will be eaſily 
brought to conſent ? 

Y. Reyn. Never fear - but if ſhe ſhould happen to be 
ſeiz d with a Virgin Tremor, a good Settlement will 
ſoon remove the Ague-fit. 

Traff. Thou art a prophane Wretch, and regardeſt 
Virtue of nothing. 

J. Reyn. I regard it then at juſt as much as will 
bring—but I can't help Tos to think, when I am 
wiſh'd Joy upon Change of my F end's Marriage, 


and am aſk d Ha! Tack, what Fortune?” how . 


I ſhall anſwer — O!] a great Heireſs ! a great Heireſs |— 
« Ay, ſay you ſo?—What does ſhe inherit ?”—Inherit! 
fays I — Why, ſhe inherits the Poverty of her Father, 


the Prudery of her Grandmother, the Wit of her 


younger Brother, and the Craft of all her Sex; other- 
wiſe ſhe would never have been able to make a Mer- 
chant give up his Intereſt, a Man of Pleaſure his Li- 
berty, and a ſenſible Fellow his Wits, by making him 

. believe 
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| believe the dull Clink of matrimonial Chains is more 


pleaſing than the free and lively Harmony of uncon- 
ſtrain'd Enjoyment. 

Traff. Notwithſtanding all thy Wit, Jack, the un- 
conſtrain'd Enjoyment thou boaſteſt of, never yet an- 
ſwer'd my moſt moderate Expectations; and one Ray 
of Approbation from the lovely Eye of my ſenſible 
Charmer has given my Heart more real Satisfaction, 
than the actual Embraces of the moſt bewitching 


| Courtezan. 


Y. Reyn, Give me thy Hand, Ned. 
Traff. With all my Heart. (Shaking Hands.) 
Y. Reyn. It is Fleſh and Blood !— Faith, I began to 


think thou hadſt met with ſome Accident, and it was 
| only thy Ghoſt that I was converſing with. Is it 
| poſſible thy Pulſe can beat like mine, and yet thou canſt 
| prefer the airy Pleaſures of Imagination to the ſubſtan- 
tial Joys of Senſe and the tranſporting Touch of 
| panting Beauty? Well, Ned, thou art non compos, 
| that's certain : however, if thou wilt hear me patiently, 
| I will give thee one Piece of Advice, and then I have 
done. 


Traff. Then lay aſide thy jeering Humour, and ſpeak 


| like a Man of Reaſon. 


Y. Reyn. When you are capable of lende Reaſon, 
I will. 

Traff. Your Advice ſhall be conſider'd with a juſt 
Impartiality. 

Y. Reyn. Tis only this: Prove the Merits of your 
Miftreſs to be real, before you purchaſe them at ſo 
dear a Rate. 

Traff. But may ſhe not reſent ſuch an Affront ſo 
highly, as to reje& me for it? 
Y. Reyn. And fo turn herſelf out of Doors rather 
than marry you, ha! ha! ha! Romantick Thought! 


Traff. 


1 24 THE INDISCREET LOVER: 


Traff. To ſhew the good Opinion I have of you; 
Friendſhip, I will make the Experiment, tho* I have 
not the leaſt Doubt of her. 

Y. Reyn. T'faith, but I have—if you do but try her 
home. Don't flinch—carry Things to the laſt Extre. 
mity—you have it always in your Power to make her 
an honourable Amends. I have almoſt brought my Fair 

|| One to throw down her Arms and yield the Fort al- 
| I | ready expect her every Minute to ſign Articles of 
Wl | Capitulation. 
Nt |! Traff. Strange, lucky Raſcal ! but what doſt thou 
1 mean by Articles of Capitulation? 

Y. Reyn. Thou ſhalt know more when I ſee thee 

again, Believe me, there is not one Spark of true 
; Modeſty in the whole Sex; and the very Pretence is 
| | never put on, but to ſerve ſome valuable Purpoſe, or to 
11 make the Bargain of Concupiſcence more ſure and 
" laſting.—Go in Peace, and prove the Truth of my 
Doctrine. 

Traff. If any Harm comes of it, thou ſhalt anſwer 
for it, 

Y. Reyn. With all my Heart. Do you but put on 
the Hercules, and the Lion will couch down before you. 


Traff. For my part, I hope not to ſucceed, yet ! 
will do my beſt, 
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Younc REYNARD. 


Now, my Friend Traffick, will I ſave thee from the 
Pit of Matrimony—that bottomleſs Pit, in ſpite of thy 
own Weakneſs. I will lay my Life, this artful young 
Prude, on his firſt Attack, will fly out into her Hoity- 
toitys, and play off all her maſk'd Batteries of Virtue 
i upon him with ſuch a Vengeance, that they will part 
ill without ever coming to an Eclairciſſement : then will I 
ſtep into the Breach, and under Pretence of ſtopping it 

I Up; 
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up, make it fo wide, that having no Hopes left of re- 
pairing it, he ſhall reſolve either to conquer or die. 


YOUNG REYNARD and SALLY TucksuERET. 


Y. Reyn. The Devil! what ſhall I do now? I muſt 
get rid of her one way or other—and yet theſe Volun- 


N teers are ſo eaſily aftronted.—I ſhall have Farny and 
her meet together. 


( A/ide.) 
Sally. You are mighty thoughtful, Sir.—You didn't 


| uſe to let me come into the Room without being taken 
notice of. 


Y. Reyn. No, Child, nor would now, but I expect 


my Father here again every Minute—I would not have 
dim ſee us together for the ane go, go. (Goes 
1 puſh her out. 0 


Sally. O! dear Sir, you're vaſtly prudent juſt now — 


: but you know I always takes care of that—I watch'd 
him into the Hall, and fee him fit down to be ſhav'd, 


or I hadn't ſlipp'd in. 
Y. Reyn. Pox take the Barber! (Aſide.) I'm mightily 


| oblig'd to you, my Dear—but I wiſh you was at the 
| Devil. (Ade.) 


Sally. I had a Mind juſt to ſpeak with yon, before I 
give my old Maſter Warning: for my Uncaſineſs is 


| ſuch, that I am determin'd to live in this Way no 


longer. 

Y. Reyn. Well, well, Child, put it off till to-morrow— 
I'm a little buſy now—T'll come to you at Night and 
ſet all to rights. 

Sally. No, but you won't, Sir, without 

T. Reyn. Yes, but I will, my Dear (Stepping her 


Mouth.) — I hav'n't Time to talk with you now—l ex- 


pect a Gentleman here every Minute. —I fhall never 


get rid of her. (A/ide.) 


E Salh. 
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Sally. T ſhall hear him a coming my Queſtion will 
ſoon be anſwer'd. 

Y. Reyn. 1 don't know that—T'll anſwer all your 
Queſtions at Night, Child. —-Deuce take her, ſhe 
ſticks like a Plaiſter. (Aſide.) 

Sally. Very well, Sir, I'll give Warning directly 
you may ſave yourſelf the Trouble of coming for 
you'll find my Door lock'd. 

Y. Reyn. I wiſh you was lock'd in your Room 
now. (Aſide.) Poo! poo ! poo! put it off till to-morrow, 
Child, and PII promiſe you any thing. 

Sally. I know that—but will you perform too? 

7. Rey. Moſt certainly.—Tll ſay any thing to get 
rid of her. (Aſide.) 

Sally. I know I'm a Fool to believe you—you won't 
diſappoint me, as you did laſt Night? 

J. Reyn. No, no, good b'ye—good b'ye—hark !— 
we ſhall certainly be catch'd. (Pufhes her out.) — Now, 
if ſhe had been a Mercenary, I could have ſent her 

about her Buſineſs without any Ceremony. Deuce 


take her, here ſhe comes again. 


Sally (returning.) Very well, Sir, I ſee what you 
wanted to get rid of me for now—l ſhall lack my 
Door, I aſſure you. 


YOUNG REYNARD. 

My curs'd Stars are always playing me one Dog's 
Trick or another—I thought how *twould be—here 
comes Fanny, Well, never mind !--Now, my lovely 
Precipice !. my Tarpeian Rock! for a high-flown Rap- 
ture, that I may mount with the Ardor of an Hero, 
and break my Neck like a Man of Spirit. 


Young 


5 
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YOUNG REYNARD and FANNx. 

Y. Reyn. Ha]! my lovely Madcap ! my Girl of 
Mettle! to thee, Helen was a Gypſey, Venus cold as 
the Element ſhe ſprang from, and the Miſes and 
Graces void of Harmony, Elegance, and Spirit. 

Fanny. Come, my Phaeton, don't drive fo faſt, leſt 
you ſhould raiſe a fiercer Flame than you may be able 
to extinguiſh. 

Y. Reyn. Let me ſet thoſe lovely Globes on Fire, 
and I will never wiſh to extinguiſh them; but my 
Love, like a Phoenix, ſhall make its Habitation in the 
' Flames. 

Fanny. But I am afraid, when my Phenix comes to 


expire, no more of the Species will riſe out of its 


Aſhes. 

Y. Reyn. Truſt me, my delicious Charmer ; it ſhall 
never expire, while there is one Spark left to cheriſh it. 

Fanny, Now I ſuppoſe you expect I ſhould believe 
all this. 

Y. Reyn. By your bright Self I ſwear —— 

Fanny, A falſe Oath, by a falſe Goddeſs. 

Y. Reyn. What, is my Fanny falſe ? 

Fanny. Tho? you may find me a true Woman, I am 
but a falſe Goddeſs—but I will put you to a better 
Proof. 

Y. Reyn. Let it be one then worthy of my Love. 
Fanny. As exactly fitted to it, as a rattling young 
Fellow to a giddy young Girl. 

T. Reyn. Well, put me to it. 

Fanny. Tell me truly then—how many pretty Ladies 
have you rehears'd theſe fine Speeches to, before you 
playd them to me ? 

+ AY If I anſwer truly, will you race my 
Honeſty ? 

Fanny. I may ſafely venture to do it. 

<2" © Y. Reyn. 
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J. Reyn. Well then I never did but once, and that 
with an odd Kind of Succeſs. | 

Fanny. O pray let's hear it; for I love to hear of 
Amours dearly, 

Y. Reyn. I play'd them off to a Milliner's *Prentice 
in Cornhill; and the filly Girl was fo pleas'd with them, 
that ſhe follow'd me up and down, like a Cur that had 
loſt his Maſter; but when I wanted her to come in, 
and make her Abode with me, ſhe fneak'd off, and was 
afraid to truſt herſelf in my keeping. 

Fanny, Ha! ha! ha! comical enough—$So you made 
the Girl half a Fool, but could not make her quite 
one—and what am I to gather from thence? 

J. Reyn. That tho' I have practis'd the Arts of 
Courtſhip upon ſome humble Beauties, by way of 
bringing my Hand in, I was never in earneſt till your 


irreſiſtible Charms captivated my Heart. (Bows, ) 


Fanny. Well, after all, thou'rt an agreeable Rattle; 
and fince every Woman is oblig'd, under the odious 
Penalty of dying an Old Maid, to ſuffer herſelf to be 
deceiv'd by ſome Man, I may as well let you cheat me 
into Love as another. But do you conſider the Difti- 
culties you may meet with in obtaining my Father's 
Conſent? I doubt ſuch hot Love as yours will never 
hold out till all his Punctilios can be remov'd. 

Z. Reyn. Never fear, my Charmer; it can never 
cool, while you ſhall deign to ſupply it with Fuel. 

Fanny. But if I ſhould ſpend my Fuel in the Summer 
of Courtſhip, what will become of me in the long 
cold Winter of Matrimony ? 

J. Reyn. But we'll make our Habitation, my Dear, 
in one of Cupid's Summer-Iſlands, where there's no 


Winter at all. 


Fanny, That is, no Matrimony at all, I ſuppoſe. 
> 85 Reyn. 
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Y. Reyn. To put my honourable Intentions out of 
all doubt, I have got a Contract drawn, according to 
our Agreement, which is now ready to be ſign'd; and 
leſt our Secret ſhould take Air, I have got my Father 
to draw it up. The old Gentleman is almoſt in love 
with you himſelf from my Deſcription, and waits with 
Impatience to kiſs your Hands, 

Fanny. Nay, I can aſſure you I ſhall truſt you no 
farther than I have you in my Power So let us ſeg 
the Contract. 

Y. Reyn. Excuſe me a Moment then. 


FANNy. 


Now has this artful young Rake got but one Paſſion 
to gratify, which is Ayarice: but I have got two 
the ſweeteſt of which is Revenge on the perfidious Sex. 


OLD and YounG REYNARD, ard FAN RN. 

Old Reyn. Odſo! Odſo! a fine Wench, faith! 
Lucky Rogue Egad, my Mouth waters at her. (Viping 
his Mouth.) By your Leave, pretty Miſtreſs. ( Saluting 
her.) I always lov'd a Girl of Spirit -My Son will 
match you, I warrant him. 

Fanny. I dare ſay, Sir, you could have match'd 
your Son when you was of his Age. 

Old Reyn. So I could, fo I could — F'cod, a ſenſible 
Girl! Well, well, I have drawn the Contract for 
you, I have left no Loop-holes to creep out at: let me 
alone; I can bind as faſt as the Parſon. — But, hark ye! 
Let me be brought into no Scrapes, take care of my 
Reputation.—Young People will be young People; and 
what I have done is merely to prevent the Miſchicf 
that might ariſe from any Body's elſe doing it; but if 
you ſhould act herein contrary to your Father's Will, I 
am no Adviſer I perſuade no Children to bg undutiful. 
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My Son has my Conſent with all my Heart, and if I 
can do any thing to obtain Signior /Yealthy's, I am ready. 

Y. Reyn. By-and-by, Sir, we may crave your Aſſiſt- 
ance, as ſoon as we have ſettled a Plan of Operations — 
Shall we ſtand in need of any Witneſs ? 

Old Reyn. Ay, ay, 'twill be better. I will fend 
Simon Clodpole — a mighty ſimple Fellow—juſt fit for 
your Purpoſe. He will be an excellent Witneſs, and 
know nothing of the Matter. Well, well, I leave 
you to ſettle it —I would have no Concern in it for the 
World.—B'ye, b'ye, Daughter that is to be.—T'cod, 
ſhe's a dainty Wench ! Happy Rogue! Well, well, I 
have had my Day! have had my Day. 


YounG REYNARD and FANNY, 

Y. Reyn. Now, my little Garland of Lilies and 
Roſes, do you believe my Intentions are honourable ? 

Fanny. For my part I don't pretend to the Arts of 
Divination ; but whatever your Intentions are, I will 
take care that your Actions ſhall be ſo. 

Y. Reyn. Well, my Dear, are you willing to ſign? 
Shall I call Simon? 

Fanny. With all my Heart: you ſhall find I am a 
Girl of Spirit, and will neither flinch from my Friend 
or my Foe. 

Y. Reyn. Come on then, a Challenge. ( Rings.) 


Younc REyNaRD, FANNY, and SIMON CLODPOLE. 


Y. Reyn. Simon, come this Way. 
Simon. Yes, Zur. 


Y. Ron. How long have you liv'd with my Father, 


Simon? 


Simon. I doan't know yet, Zur. 
Y. Reyn. Yet, Simon! What d'ye mean by that? 
Simon. I hea'n'tliv'd long enough wi' Meaſter. 

Y. Reyn, 


A COMEDY. 


Y. Reyn. Pray, when ſhall you know then? 

Simon. Next Michaelmas Statute will be a Twelve 
month. 

J. Reyn. O very well !—So, I find honeſt Simon's 
Year begins like the primitive Days—the Darkneſs firſt, 
and then the Light :—nay, his Calculation is ſo antient, 
it ſeems to have been made before Months were in- 
vented. You ſeem to be a great Scholar, Simon; did 
you ever go to School, pray? 


Simon. Noa, noa, Zur; I meade a better Uſe of my 
Toeime than all that. 


Y. Reyn. You ſeem to have made great Improvements ; 
pray, what Uſe did you put it to? 

Simon. Why, Zur, I yearn'd a Penny a Doiy ſccar- 
ing Crows for Varmer Dungcart, and in Hearveſt 
vollow'd Veather a leazing, who took ceare I ſhouldn't 
goa hoame empty-heanded—and wasn't that better, 
think ye, than going to Vree-School to be ding'd 
about and flogg'd by Meaſter Horſe um, and after all to 
be peay'd nothing for it? He! he! he! 

Y. Reyn. J am afraid, then, you can't read, Simon. 

Simon. I bean't ſuch a Vool as that neither, Zur. 


J. Reyn. If you never went to School, how did you 
learn ? | 


Simon. Brother George had a mind to be waundly 
learn'd, and zo a went and got all his Cris-croſs Row 
by heart, and ſhoaw'd it me of a Zunday upon the 
Sign-poaſts, as we ſtear'd about the Market- pleace. 

Y. Reyn. A mighty ingenious Way of learning to 
read — And pray, Simon, can you write too? 

Simon. As var as my own Neame, or zuch-loike. 

Y. Reyn. And how did you learn that, pray ? 

Simon. Ads-waunds ! it coſt me a power of Poins— 
Iſe warrant thoſe pleaguy crooked Scrawls coſt me from 
Lammas-toide to Lammas-toide again, before I could chalk 
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out any thing loike 'em upon the Stoanes; but at laſt, 
I ſhall never forget how it made my Heart jump again, 
when Doctor Bli/ter our *Poticary coming by, juſt as 
I had done wi' my Chalk, look'd down and read 
Soymon Clodpole. 

Y. Reyn. Ha! ha! ha!—Well, Simon, was you ever 
a Witneſs upon any Occaſion ? 

Simon. I doan't know, Zur. Meaſter toald me once, 
when a ſent me of an Errand, and I happen'd to ſteay 
a little by the Woiy drinking a Mug of Eale with a 
Countryman, that I had meade heaſte with a witneſs ; 
but J didn't know what a meant. 

J. Reyn. Ha! ha! ha! Well, *tis no Matter, Simon; 
you are to ſee this Lady and I write our Names, and 
then to write your own by them, as a Witneſs to our 
ſigning them. 

Simon. What, upon the ſeame Paper, Zur! Adzooks, 
J ſhall be mortal *ſheam'd. 

Y. Reyn. Never mind that, Simon. 

Simon. Nay, as vor that, I can but do as I am bid, 
you know. 

Y. Reyn. This Fellow's Simplicity can never reveal 
what he knows nothing of. (Aſide to Fanny.) — Come, 
my Dear, I will ſign, then do you. (They both fign. )— 
Now, Simon, do you write your Name here. 

Simon. Lord! Zur, my Hand ſheaks bitterly. —I 
have heard of ſtreange Things come of a Man's writing 
his Neame—an I had ha it before, I'm zure 174 
never ha' took zuch Poins to learn. 

Y. Rey. Never fear, Simon, I'll infure you from 


Simon. Say you zoa, Zur ?— Then here goas. (Mrites.) 
J. Reyn. There, Simon, there's for your Pains. 
Simon. Sniggers | I n&er got zoa much by writing 
my Name before — Thank ye, Meaſter. 
I YouNs6 


A COME D x. — 7 


 YouxG REYNARD and F ANN. 


C7 Reyn. This is the ſimpleſt Fellow I ever met with. 

Fanny. And yet, I warrant you, he has had Cunning 
enough to deceive ſome harmleſs Girl, who believ'd 
his Intentions to be as ſimple as his Words. 
T. Reyn. Well, my Love, now I have yielded myſelf 
your Priſoner, I hope I ſhall prove your Generoſity. 

Fanny. It is time for me to get home again, leſt I 
ſhould be ſuſpected: but, if you will be with me in 
two Hours, you ſhall ſee how I'll uſe you. 

T. Reyn. And my Punctuality, even to the Fraction 
of a Minute, ſhall prove my Obedience, 

Fanny. For the firſt Time. 


I. Reyn. For ever. [ Exeunt Hand in Hand. 


SALLY, 


Falſe-hearted Man !—I have watch'd her out—and 
yet I am ſure ſhe don't love him half fo well as I do— 
ſo ſhe don't. —T could almoſt tear my Eyes out, for 
being ſuch a Fool Truly TI think I am as handſome 
2s ſhe at any time of the Day.—Something muſt be 
done.—Poo! here comes that Oaf—always plaguing 
one—Yet I muſt not diſcourage him—tor one way or 
other he may ſerve me. | 


SIMON and SALLY. 


Simon (prying round.) Sniggers! i is no body here, Mrs. 
Sally? 

Sally. Law ! Simon, what do you always follow me 
up and down fo for? 

Simon. You knoaw, you knoaw - (Grins.) 


Sally. Not I indeed—I know you hinder me in my 
Buſineſs. 


F Simon 
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Simon. Who, I hinder you? —Adzooks !- why you 
knoaw, an you would let me, I would do the beſt Part 
of your Buſineſs for you—I bean't like your vine 
Town-Voakes, that preate and preate, but won't do 
any thing for a body. Daun't you zee I have brought 
Cloths to help you rub yon Runes and Tables as 1 
promis'd you ? 

Sally. Thank you, —_— well ſet about 'em di- 
rectly then. 

Simon. You mun gi' me a Kiſs firſt, tho'f.— 

Sally. No, indeed, not firſt Stay till your Work is 
done. 

Simon. Steay me no ſteays, Sall q Zimon loves a zure 
Bargain.—He ! he! he! 

Sally. Law! one can't be alittle kind to you, but you 
take ſuch Liberties —Well, take it then, and don't, 
binder me. (He kiſſes her.) / 

Simon. = now for't, Sall. 

Saly. We'll rub the Table firſt, Mr. Simon Vou 


rub at "that End, and III rub at this, and ſo we 1 meet 


together. | 

Simon. As vor that 6 Miſtreſs, d'ye ſee, Id 
meet you any where, an it were before the Parſon.— 
He ! he ! he! 

Salhy. O fye! Simon, you'r 're quite rude, (They bat 
ſet to rubbing.) | 

Simon. It's waundly hard Work, Sall; but an yow 
and I were always to rub on together, I ſhouldn't 
moind that. 6 

Sally. I doubt you'd be tix d firſt, Simon—That Side's 
enough, 

Simon. He! he ! he !—He! hel he * Hill 
nd Haring at the Table.) 

$414. What do laugh at, you great Oaf ? 


Simon. 
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Simon. Whoy, look there now—( pointing at the 
Table) doan't you zee? 

Sally. See ! what ſhould I ſee? 

Simon. Why, your oan Sweet-heart's Feace upon the 
Table, as plain as in the Horſe-pond at Meaſter's 
Steables. 

Sally. A fine Sight, truly]! (Scornfully, and rubs again.) 

Simon. Ye needn't look ſo ſnubbiſh, Miſtreſs; I 
knaw who'd be glad to zee it vor all that. (Rubbing.) 

Sally, Well but, Simon, wasn't you call'd in to 
young Maſter juſt now ? 

Simon. May be I was—What then? ( Looking archly, 
and leaning on the Table.) 

Sally. You don't look ſo cunning for nothing. ( Leaning 
on the Table.) Do, good Simon, tell me what he 
wanted with you ? 2 

Simon. Tis good Zimon now, is it? Noa, noa, 
Miftreis, I mean't tell every thing I zee. 

Sally. Im fare, if you love me, Simon, you'd tell 
me any thi: 18 

Simon. Ads-waunds! Mireſs; x zo I wud, an ye lov'd 
me again. 

Sally. | never told you I didn't, Simon but you 
would not have me tel] you I did; that would be 
bold. (Rubbing, and ſmiling on him.) 

Simon. I knoaw nothing about bauld, not I; but I 
ſhou'dn't be diſpleas'd at it an ye did; and what need 
you keare who elſe was ? 

Sally. Well, but tell me, S7mon—there's a good 
Soul—and I'll give you any ning. (Leaving off rubbing.) 

Simon. Gi me a Buſs then. 

Sally. Ay, two, ii you will but tell me. (They 
kiſs over the Table.) 

Simon ( After licking his Chaps. ) You wa'n't tell again? 

Sally. No, no, 


F 2 Rs Simon, 
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Simon. Who, I hinder you? —Adzooks I- why yo, 
knoaw, an you would let me, I would do the beſt Part 
of your Buſineſs for /you—T bean't like your vine 
Town-Voakes, that preate and preate, but won't do 
any ching for a body. Daur't you zee have brought 
Cloths to help you rub von * and Tables as ] 
promis d you? 

Salh. Thank you, * we'll fer Bo. dem di- 
realy then. 

Sinn. You mun gi me a Kiſs "ry tc . — 

Salh. No, indeed, not firſt—Stay till your Work is 
done. 

Simon. Steay me no ſteays, Sall; Zimon Joyes a Zure, 
Bargain. —He ! he! he! 

Salh. Law! one can't be alittle kind to you, but you 
take ſuch Liberties, —Well, take it ns. and don't 
hinder me. (He hifſes her.) | 

Simon. Well, now for” t, Sall, 

Fah. h. We 11 rub th Table firſt, Mt. Simon —Vou 
rub at that End, and 1 rub at x 3k and ſo we'll meet 
to ether. e 

43 As vor at Matter, Miftreß, dye ſee, I'd 
meet you any where, an it were before the Parſon.— 


de] he 4 
Sh 0 6 Simon, you're os rude. (ve both 7 
ſet to rubbing.) 
d Simon. It's waundly hard Work, Sall; but an yo 


and 1 were always to rub « on together, I ſhouldn't 
mond that. | 
Sally. 1 doubt = be tir d firſt, Simon—That Side's 
enough! 
Simon. He! he he He hel he ! (Standing is 
and flaring at the Table.) 


© "Bath: What do laugh at, 1 great Oaf ? 


Simons 
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Sim. Whoy, look there 0 pointing a at the 


Table) doan't you zee? 
Sally. See ! what ſhould I ſee? 


Steables. 
Sally, A fine Sight, truly! (Scornfully, and rubs again.) 
Simon. Ye needn't look ſo ſnubbiſh, Miſtreſs ; I 
knaw who'd be glad to zee it vor all that. ( Rubbing. ) 
Sally. Well but, Simon, wasn't you call'd in to 


young Maſter juſt now ? 


and leaning on hs Table.) 
Sally. You don't look ſo cunning for nothing. ( Leaning 


wanted with you ? 
Simon. Tis good Zimon now, is it? Noa, now, 


Miſtreſs, I mean't tell every thing I zee. . 


me any thing. 

Simon. Ads-waunds ! Miſtreſs, zo I wud, an ye loy'd 
me again. 

Sally. 1 never fold you I Lido t, Simon—but you 
would not have me tell you I did; that would be 


bold. (Rubbing, and ſmiling on him.) 


ſhou'dn't be diſpleas'd at it an ye did; and what need 
you keare who elſe was ? 
Sally. Well, but tell me, S;mon—there's a good 
Soul—and I'll give you any thing. (Leaving off rubbing. ) 
Simon, Gi? me a Buſs then. 
Sally. Ay, two, it you will but tell me. (They 
hiſs over the Table.) 
Simon ( After licking his Chaps.) Lou wa'n't tell again ? 
Sally. No, no. 
F 2 Simon. 


Simon. Why, your oan Sweet-heart's Feace upon the | 
Table, as plain as in the Horſe-pond at Meaſter's | 


Simon. May be I was—What then ? ( Looking archly, | 


om the Table.) — Do, good Simon, tell me what he 


Sally. I'm ſure, if you love me, Simon, you'd tell 


Simon. I knoaw nothing about bauld; not I; but 1 
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Simon. Whoy, young Meaſter had got a voine Laidy 


with him, and ſoa * had a Moind to *. a Joake 
wi' me. 


Sally. Was ſhe pretty, Simon? 

Simon. I doan't knoaw—vor ſhe had got on one of 
thoſe queer Vrench Thingumbobs, that hide all the 
Feace, but about as much as a body might kiver wi 
two Vingers.—I zaw nothing but her Noaſe and 
Mouth, not I, and I knoaw. who has got a prettier. 
( Looking archly, and tittering. ) 

Sally. Thank ye, Mr. Simon. — Vou're a Wit, I find. 

Simon. Ay! ay! Zimon Clodpole s no Vool; and 20 
they vound me, vor all their Joakes, 

Sally. Well, but how did they joke you, Simon? 

Simon. Meaſter had a Moind to meake geame of me, 
to meake the Laidy laugh, I pens but I match'd un. 

Sally. How ſo? 

Simon. A thought 1 ade; t read and wroite—and 
aſk'd me how I learn'd, and all that.—At laſt a got a 
great Peace of Peaper, ſcrawl'd all over wi ſtreange 
Sheapes and Figures, and upon a little Bit that heap'ned 
not to be ſcreatch'd upon at the Bottom, a meade me 
wroite my Neame with a Witneſs, as he call'd it— 
that is, I voind, for three Voakes to wroite their 
Neames together to zee which wroites beſt; and tho't 


to be zure I cou'dn't wroite zo well as Meaſter, me- 


tho't I did better than the Laidy.— So a laugh'd—gave 
me a Double: teaſter and zent me about my Buſineſs. 

Sally. Baſe Man! I ſee what he has been at—but I'll 
ſpoil his Sport !—Ignorant Blockhead ! ( Afide.)—T hat 
was merry enough; and ſo, Simon, you wrote better 


| than the Lady? 


Simon. Ay, marry, did I. 
Sally, I want ſadly to know where the Lady lives, 


Simon. 


Simon. 
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Simon. Never moind the Laidy, Sall. We ſhall 
never get our Chairs done at this Reate, (takes the Chair 
and ſets to rubbing) tho'f I didn't keare an they laſted 
all Day. {Looking archly at Sally.) 

Sally. Poo! hang the Chairs! leave em till After- 
noon—and if you would have me love you, you muſt 
watch your Maſter and this Lady, and tell me every 
Thing you can find out concerning them. 

Simon. Why, what's Meaſter and Laidy to you, Sal! ? 

Sally. Nay, nothing—only I have a great Notion we 
are going to have a Wedding.—So do as I bid you, or 
Tl never let you kiſs me again, Simon. 

Simon. Ay! think ye ſo? It's loikly.— Well, I'll 
yoind- out all I can, and let you knoaw—and-then, 
Mrs. Sally, we can get Pearſon to tack us together at 
the ſeame Time, and then we'll ſing—“ My Mother 
« ſhe zold and a blue Geame-Cock,” c. (Jumps over 
the Chair in a Tranſport, and breaks it down.) 

Sally. You clumſy Blockhead !—T'll break your 
Head for you. What will Maſter fay ? 

Simon. Sniggers! I muſt e'en get off as well as I 
can, (Runs off, and Sally after him.) 


EN D of the SECOND ACT 


ACT 
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A C T III. 


SCENE, An Apartment at LuC1a's new 
Lodgings. 


Youns REYNARD and KiTTY, laughing. 


Y. Reyn. _ ! ha! ha! well, 'tis a thouſand Pities, 
my dear, merry Wench ; but I have a 
Piece of News to tell you, will pol this Good- 
HA humour of yours in a trice. 
1 Kitty. I'll be hang'd if it does. 
Il J. Reyn. Til be hang'd if it does not. 
— Kitty. Well, let's hear; I a'n't afraid of it. 
WIT. J. Reyn. O Kitty! picture to yourſelf the greateſt 
| | Misfortune that could poſſibly happen to you. 
ji Kitty. Lud ! Lud ! Is the Small-Pox come next Door? 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| Y. Reyn. Worſe, worſe—but I can aſſure you tis a 
1 ſerious Thing. 
| Kitty. Then I'm ſure 'twill make me laugh—for I 
= always do ſo at every thing that is ſerious, 
i Y. Reyn. Ay, Kitty, but *tis not only ſerious, but 
| MM dull too. 
Kitty. Then it has got no Edge, and can't hurt. 

[ Y. Reyn. You may change your Mind, Miſtreſs, 
— when you come to feel it. Come, pull out your Hand- 

| 1 erchief, for I know we ſhall have a good Crying- Bout. 
* | Wh Kitty. Well, Vm ready to ſtart—Now for it. (Standing 
| as if juſt ready to cry, with her Handkerchief in her Hand.) 
I Y. Reyn. What wou'd you ſay, if I was to tell you 
; I'm going to be married ſhortly ? 


Kitty. 
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Ki. Hal ba! ha! Ts that all? that I fhall be glad 
Kit with all my Heart; for then you'll now the 

value of 2 Miftrefs. | | 

7. RG. Why, you impudent Hlalot! do you think 
fll keep you then? 

Kitty. What do you keep me for now '® 

7 Rey, Becauſe I can't be happy without a Woman. 
0 Kitty. And then you'll keep me, becauſe you can't 
e happy with one, Come, come, I ſhall be of more 
&rvice to you then, than now. 


V. Ron. How fo? _ _ 
s, Kity. A Wife is like an every diy Coat, and a 
2 iſtteſs like a holiday one. The firſt is worn only to 


d. tudge in, and thrown off with every poſſible Excuſe; 


de latter is worn for Pleaſure, and put on oftener from 


hdination, than the other from Neceſſity.— Well, the 
tindeſt Thing my Betrayer ever did by me, was 
beaking his Word and not marrying me. 


it I. Ren. Let me kiſs thee for that, my dear little 
air-brains for if you and I, Kitty, were to draw 
2 two Pictures of Matrimony, every body would ſwear 


2 they 4571 by the ſame Painter. 
Kitty 


Huſband, and I will draw the Wife. | 
t Y. Rejn, Done, and you ſhall begin firſt, 
diy. A Wife is a ears domeſtick Animal, 


that runs about the Houſe, to which ſhe is confin'd, 


; much like a Cat, and is taken as little notice of by the 
£ Maſter of it, only now and then for her Mewing. —She 
is a kind of Chameleon, that changes her Colour many 


x times in the Day, In the Morning ſhe is a Slattern 
and a, Scold; at Noon ſhe is a Puppet and a Cypher; 
| in the Evening ſhe is a Houſewife and a Mope, both 


equally through Neceffity ; and at Night ſhe is com- 
peatly miſerable—jntroduc'd indeed, like Tantalus, to 
| a perpetual 


et's try—but, to avoid ſuch a Miſtake, each 
[ ſhall perform a different Part—You ſhall draw the 


— 
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Oy Furies, Harpies, and Gorgons haunt him on 


no Cluſters enrich the Vine; and tho' he is only mock'd 


the Enchanter, who know] o well all his Wiles 


— 


a perpetual. Banquet, but the Sword of Difoord ever 
hanging over her N and preventing her ſron 
taſting. Heav'ns be prais'd f f'1 have had a narroy 
Eſcape, and am now put even out of the Power of my 
own Weakneſs. — Lud] Lud \what a we ſhould 
I have been! 3 

. Reyn, Excellent. Wench! Now. could 1 "amok 
belieye that thy Wit and Good- Humour * a, Wife 
might turn the Blackamoor White. 

Kitty. You don't think I'd be ſuch a Fool 45 to throw 
it away upon a Huſband upon a Clod upon a Dolt! 

V. Rayn. Hold, hold, Huſſey. (Stops her, Mou.) 
Now you invade my Province. Come, let me try— 


but *tis like to be a 5 * and lin 
afraid T ſhall ſoften i it a little, 


an unhappy, Mar 12 55 di 2 an e Garden, 
where it is an hundred to one he may ramble about al 
his Life, and never be able to ind his Way out again. 
The Trees, Fruits, and Flowers, that tempted him, 
on his near Approach vaniſh before him, and in their 


ry Side; ; but ſhould he be able to eſcape. the Perſe- 
cu of theſe Monſters, he muſt ſtill wander | in per- 
petual Barrenneſs, where no Roſe crowns the Thorn, 


by having the Cup of 7 4 put to his Lips, when 
he has no Appetite to taſte, he is thereby transform d 
into a Brute, and the Horns ſtart out of his F orehead. 
—O ! ſave me, ſaye me, . from the intolerable 
Thought! 

Kitty. What ſhould ſeduce you into the 8 of 


before-hand ? 


| 82 Reyn. 


6 
* 


„* 


rd eyer 
T iron 
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ind Miſchief, but without which there is no Good to 
de obtain d. Hark | I hear Lucia coming. Remember 
your Leſſon attack her Prudery with your Wit — 
endeavour to raiſe the Spirit of Pleaſure in her Breaſt, 
and when Traffick comes, let me know—that I may 
plant myſelf properly to hear what paſſes —1'll flip 
into your Chamber. 


EF 


Wit 
KitTy, Lucia, and Mrs. ARTFUL. 


oy Lois, Mr. Traffick told me you was one of the 
bh merrieſt Ladies in the World, and truly I ſhall have 
"Wi no. Reaſon to diſbeliche what he ſays upon your 


Account.—Pray, Mrs. Artful, is your Niece as merry 


1 as yourſelf? | 
Kir Mrs. Ariful. O * Madam! as much more ſo, 
iy 3s a Comedy is than an Opera. 


Kitty. That is, my Aunt, Madam, is always ſinging, 
and I am always laughing. 
Lucia. J hope you never laugh at Virtue, my Dear. 

Kitty. Tis an aukward Thing, you know, and one 
can't help laughing at aukward Things. 

Lucia. © fye, my Dear! neither Virtue nor Vice 


ſacred from its Shafts, the other beneath its Aim. 

- Kitty. O Lud! my Dear, you'll treat us like Gover- 
nor Sanche's Phyſician, ſet us down to a Feaſt of Mirth, 
and find fault with every Dith we would indulge our 
Appetites upon. 

Mrs. Ariful. Or at leaſt permit us atk but plat 
Butcher's Meat, and that over-roaſted—He ! he ! he! 

Kitty. Can any thing be more rien, now, than 
the Virtue of a Prude? 

** Artful. Yes, the e, of a bnd 


* 


G Ry 


bo TY A COMEDY: if” an 
Y. Rene Gold, Kitty, Gold—the Parent of Hatred 


are proper Objects for Pleaſantry—One ought to. be 
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Tucia. Virtue and Modeſty, however aukwardly ex. 
preſs 'd, ought always to meet with Indulgence and 
Eſteem ; but. the Affectation of either deſerves none. 
Kitty. Dear Madam, they have both been defund 
long before Fardingales were in Faſhion; and if it 
was not for that Affectation you ſpeak of, we ſhould 
not know that ſuch Beings had ever exiſted, 

Lucia. Come, my Dear, leave that common-place 
Satire to thoſe who alone can make uſe of it, either 
with Propriety or Advantage, that is, to thoſe why 
have already diſcarded both, or are determin'd to do it 
with the firſt Opportunity. 

Kitty. Truly, I have a verf ſlender Opinion of my 
own Virtue—and ſuppoſe now ſome Night, when ! 
had juſt been dreaming of my Beau, as I lay tumbling 
and rumbling, and fighing and pining, and tying the 
End of the Pillow with- my Garter, to make it round 
like a Man's Head, out of my Cloſet ſhould ftart a 
Youth —tall and handſome—briſk and amorous—impu. 
dent as Mars—and after begging Pardon for the Bold- 
neſs of his Intruſion, ſhould intrude ſtil} farther what 
would poor Virtue do in ſuch a Cafe? Why, I verily 
think, ſhe would have juſt Strength enough: : to ſave 
me from Hypocriſy—and that's all. 

Mrs. Artful. Well ſaid, Niece, ha! ha! ha! 
Lucia. You are a mad Girl, that's certain ; but for 
all that, I have a better Opinion of you, than to ſup- 
poſe you would do as you ſay. 

Kitty. Then I have not diſcarded Modeſty, you ſee, 
ſince I have a lowly Opinion of myſelf. —But pray how 
would your ſerious en, behave in ſuch a critical 
Situation? 

Lucia. The firſt part of your bupooſaton, my Dear, 
is too wkimſical ever to be my Cafe, nor do ] ſuppoſe 
it ever was yours; but ſhould the latter happen to me, 

which 
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which is very unlikely, I would ſcream out fo loud as 


to alarm the whole Houſe, if not the wane Net til 
ken . 

Kitty. A pretty prudiſh Stratagem truly to oblige a 
Man to ſtop your Mouth with Kiſſes, and ſhew him 
the Neceſſity of a ſpeedy Execution. 


Lucia, KIr ry, ARTFUL, and Servant. 


Servant. Mr. Traffick, Ladies, is below. 
Lucia. Deſire him to walk up. 


Mrs. Artful (to Kitty.) Come, my Dear, you and I 


won't ſpoil Sport. 
Lucia. I beg, Ladies, you wpuld ſtay—Mr. Traffich 


and J have no Secrets. 
Kitty. It's a Pity but you ſhould then, and ſo we 
won't prevent it. 


Lucia and TRAFFICK. 


Traff. I ſee, Lucia, you have been making Acquaint- 
ance with your new Inmates —TI hops you are not dife 
pleas'd with their Company. 

Lucia. Indeed, Sir, they anſwer the Character you 
cave me of them—they are the merrieſt Creatures I 
ever ſaw; yet, I could wiſh it were not a Fault fo 
common with Mirth and Wit, to think every Subject 
alike proper for them to play with; and I cannot help 
remarking with Regret, that they are generally more 
ſucceſsful in ridiculing Virtue than Folly. Upon Reli- 
gion, Chaſtity, and Matrimony, even Fools can be 
witty—but how few are there capable of expoſing Vice 
to a juſt Deteſtation, or of putting Folly out of Coun- 


tenance |- 


Traff. Indeed, my dear Lucia, you are of too ſerious 
a Turn, We muſt not always conſider Things as they 
| G 2 ſhould 
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ſhould 'be,. but as they are: for, aſter all, the firſt 
Light is but an imaginary one, the laſt a real. 

Lucia. I own, Sir, I cannot yet bring myſelf to 
think ſo uncharitably ; and whilſt I have the Happines 
of ſeeing ſo fair an Example of Rectitude before my 
Eyes, it will be no eaſy Matter to make me alter my 
Mind. 

Traff. A Compliment, my Dear, which we feel we 
do not deſerve, however kindly intended, carries with 
it all the Aſperity of Satire; and to own the Truth, 
Rectitude of Mind, I have reaſon to believe, is a Fruit 
not to be brought to Perfection in this revolving Habi- 
tation of ours. 

Lucia. I know nothing that would be ſo likely to 
make me change my Opinion, as ſuch a Declaration 
from Mr. Traffick, did I not know too, it is the very 
Eſſence of genuine Virtue to doubt of its own Per- 
fections. ; 

Traff. Whatever Doubts I have concerning my own 
Perfections I can aſſure you, my Dear, I have none 
concerning yours, ( Bowing,) 

Lucia. 1 ſee, Sir, if I made you ſome ſmall Compi 
ments that were juſtly your Due, you are determin'd 
not to be outdone by a Woman. 

T1 raff. 1 muſt always have the Advantage of you, my 
Dear, in the Contention of Praiſe, if we make Truth 
our Standard Come, Lucia, I have ſomething of 
Importance to ſay to you. | 

Lucia. Heav'ns ! how my Heart Autters! what can it 
be ?—Intraduc'd with ſuch Solemnity ! (4/ide.) What 
Mr. Traffick has to ſay, muſt always command my 
Attention, 

Traff..'Sdeath | now muſt I play the Hypocrite in 


Vice Strange Character ! nor is there a Man in * 
World leſs fit for it than myſelf - But I have promis d 


Reynard 
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Rynard to prove het, and I will do it as artfully as I 
can. ( Afide,)——Dear Madam, you are always very 


obliging, and what I am now going to ſay, will, I 
hope, not make you leſs ſo. * 


Tucia. By that Suppoſition, Sir, I fear I have ſaid 
or done ſomething which I ought not—But if your 
Friendſhip reaches ſo far as kindly to intimate my 
Faults to me, carry it ſtill farther—and believe me 
incapable of returning Ingratitude for being laid under 
the greateſt poſſible Obligation. 

Traff, Miſtake me not, my dear, dear Lucia; believe 
me, I have long contemplated both your Perſon and 
Mind, and know it is impoſſible to find a Defect in 
either—No—my Dear, it is not your Imperfections, but 
your PerfeQtions, that are the Object of my preſent 
Intentions, 

Lucia, Good Sir, you did not uſe to compliment 
thus—you put me in Confuſion - pray, explain yourſelf, 

Traff, Is it poſſible, lovely Creature, my Paſſion can 
ſtand in need of the common Vehicle of Words to 
convey itſelf to your Underſtanding? Have not my 
Looks, my Sighs, my frequent Confuſions, and whole 
Train of Actions, been one W Proclamation 
of it ? 

Lucia. O Sir, ſpare me, ſpare me, for Kindneſs ſake. 
I have indeed a thouſand Obligations to you—l would 
not, could I gain the whole World by it, be ungrate- 
ful, If I could ſerve you, I would watch, I would 
labour Night and Day to do it. Your Happineſs I will 
pray for more fervently than for my awn—nay, if that 
will content you! will love you as a fond Sifter does 
her deareſt Brother—But, Oh! think of me only as the 
Obje& of your Charity - or if you will give way to 
the ſoft and benevolent Diſpoſition of your Mind— 
think of me as a Friend—as a Sifter, | 

Traff, 


Indifference in her Train and then you would feel its 


which you had too raſhly given up. 


Power to melt the Heart of my dear Lucia to Love's 


Ceremonies would be uſeleſs, that only ſerve to publiſh 
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Traff. A Siſter—Chilling Sound! think of my Lucia 
as a Siſter ! not for the Univerſe. -When I behold 
you, my Soul is on fire. If I think of you, my Brain 
turns round—and if I chance to touch your ſoft and 
glowing Hand, I know not where I am, whether [ 
ſtand, or walk, or mount into the Air. 

Lucia. Ceaſe, I beſeech you, ceaſe ; I cannot, muſt 
not ſtay to hear ſuch Language. —Conſfider, Sir, I am 
a hapleſs Orphan—the Creature of your Bounty— 
Would it become me to reward your Love by injuring 
your Fortune? You may juſtly hope, not only for 
Beauty, but Wealth and Merit added to it. Should 
you marry me, the World might juſtly blame you for 
your Choice—and ſhall I bring to a worthy Huſband a 
Dower of Poverty and Shame? No, never, never 
let me not loſe a Friend by ſeeking more. 

 Traff. Generous Girl! I own, my Lucia, the World 
is ſway'd by venal Laws; and was I to indulge my 
Heart's full Wiſh, and marry you, tis probable they 
might purſue us with their Cenſures, and ſtrike a Damp 
upon our ſweeteſt Pleaſures, 

Lucia. Now, Sir, you are yourſelf ee Paſſion 
might awhile prevail on you to negle& their Cenſure, 
when Time had once put you in Poſſeſſion of your 
utmoſt Wiſhes, Reafon would return, perhaps, with 


Edge, and regret the Loſs of thoſe ſolid Advantages 


Tra. What has the World to do with Lovers Joys, 
but through their own Imprudence? Tf I had but the 


ſweet Languiſhments—if I could but tranſplant into 
her lovely Boſom thoſe ardent Wiſhes—thoſe ſoft, 
delightful Hopes that throb within my own—thoſe 


ta 
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to the World, what, being known, are thereby only 
leſſen'd. | 
Lucia. Surely my Ears are deceiv'd, or my Under- 
ſanding is bewilder d! Can Mr. Traffick—the bene- 
yolent, the diſintereſted Mr. Trafick—He who defir'd 
to live no longer, when a virtuous Action ceas'd to 
bring with it its own Reward—ſeek to betray a poor 
unhappy Orphan—fed by his Bounty—cheriſh'd by his 
Coodneſs—to Infamy—to Miſery ? 

- Traff. Believe it not, my Lucia; your Happineſs is 


mine. Our Joys ſhall be as ſecret as Miſers' hidden 


Treaſures, and, like them, the ſecurer for being hid: 
nor ſhall your Welfare depend upon Caprice; your 
Income ſhall be fix'd, and to your Wiſh—nothing but 
the Name of Wife ſhall be wanting, and that ſhall be 
made up for with Conſtancy and never-cooling Ardour. 
Lucia. Hold, Sir, your impious Tongue —l've heard 
too much already—How have I been deceiv'd ! Truth 
is indeed baniſh'd from the World—If my Father had 
been living, you had not dar'd to have inſulted. me 
thus, —Every former Obligation you have cancell'd, 
and I never will receive any future ones—Henceforth, 
I'll fooner beg my Bread, than eat it at your Coſt, or 
willingly hold Converſe with a Man that has betray'd 
my former Confidence. (Going,) 
Traff. Indeed, my dear, angry, enchanting Lucta, 
you muſt not go yet—firſt hear me upon my Knees. 
( Kneeling.) 
"Lucia, Never—the Maid who parleys in Defence of 
Virtue, is wavering in her Mind, and only ſeeks ſome 
fair Excuſe for falling. — My grateful Heart ſhall 
always wiſh you well, but I will never fee your Face 
again, (Breaks from him, and locks the Door after her.) 


TRAFFICK. 
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TRArricx. 


rong' d Innocence 


Vet bear me, I beſeech you, 1 70 
I own I have been to blame 


then I muſt follow y Hal. the Door made faſt— 
No ſhe is loſt for ever {—Fool! Blockhead! Villain 
that L was | thus to wrong my better Judgment and 
her matchleſs Virtue O Reynard! thou haſt blaſted 
all my Hopes, and made me loſe a Heart worth more 
than both the Indies Never more * converſe with 
ene | 


Taarrick—Youno Ravnand and KirTy entering 
a another Door. 


1. Reyn. Ha! hal ha!—O! I ſhall burſt, I ſhall 
burſt ! Excellent Prude ! Charming Hypocrite !— 
I ſhall never forget thoſe parting Words and that diſ- 
dainful Air — (Mimicking) My grateful Heart ſhall 
« always with you well, but I will never ſee your 
% Face again.” Hal hal ha !—Ha! ha! ha! Dear 
Traffich, excuſe me—l, cannot help. it—upon my Soul 1 
cannot help it. EN 
Kitty. Ha! ha! ha 1-—Well; if I: Wos ner. a Woman, 
Fil ſwear I ſhould almoſt think it poſſible the Girl 
might be in earneſt—But take my Word upon it, 
Mr. Traffich, tis all Art - or there is more Difference 
between one Woman and another, than there is be- 
tween Fiſh and Fowl. 
Taf. Tis very poflible, Madam, there may—but, 
Mr. Reynard, you have us'd me ill Was it not enough, 
with your curs'd venal Arts, to drive me on a Rock | 
needs muſt ſplit upon, to make me wrong and inſult 
with impudent Propoſals the moſt lovely, innocent, and 
deſerving Woman in the World—but you muſt lay in 
9 Ambuſh 


Ambuſh for my Shame, and bring the Creature * 
Meaſures too to be a Witneſs: to it? | 


tis no more than you would have made: your dainty 
Madam there, if you could, 


1x'd ?—Poo | hang it, Ned, don't make ſuch a Rout 


he ſhould fly into your Arms? She could not well do 


tor Modeſty—At her again, Man; you can but marry 
ter at laſt—My Life upon it, ſhe will ſoften at the 
next Attack—T have been ſerv'd ſo by twenty—and yet 
wot a Mother's Soul of them all but un. to ſooner 


or later. 


Maid, down to a Level with thoſe light and abandoned 
Wretches, with whom thou haſt held thy Converſa- 
ton—T. will never more be guided by thy Counſel — 
What, would'ſt thou fink me deeper in Perdition? 
I. Reyn. Why troth, Ned, a little deeper, I think, 
yould not be mock amiſs, if ever you hope to get out 
of it. 

Traff. Thou haſt no more lde of the Dignity of 


offended Chaſtity, than thou haſt of Happineſs inde- 
pendent of Wealth. 


4 J. Reyn, Much the ſame, indeed, Ned: — but, to fay 
"(uſt the Truth, I ever found that ſame Chaſtity, when once 


offended, ſuch an implacable Termagant? that there 
Was no ſuch Thing as hoping for Peace, till I had 


a Lamb. 


H Tray. 
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Kitty. If I am the Creature of his Pleaſures, Sir, 
Y. Ryn. Why, how now, Huſſey bold peer 
Tongue, Kitty; don't you ſee the Gentleman is 


;hout the Matter —all will be well, I warrant you.— 
Could you imagine, the Moment you made Propoſals, 


ſs than ſhe did, conſidering her Pretenſions to ſupe- 


Traff. Thou prophane Libeller of the charmion Sex, 
that would*| bring the Character of the chaſte, virtuoùs 


entirely conquer'd her—and then—ſhe was as ut as 
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- Traff. Mr. Reynard, if you have been ſo often guilty 
of converting the moſt amiable'of Beings i into the moſt 
deſpicable, which, nevertheleſs, it is happy for you! 
do not believe, it would become you better to bluſh 

at 05 than boaſt of it. 

Y. Reyn. Poo! Ned, this is downright ſerious, and 
I do not think there is any Neceſſity for being ſo, in 
any thing but Money-Afﬀairs, —However, if you will 
be a Dupe tg Art, that every Woman is Miſtreſs of, 
and give up your Honour, your Intereſt, and your 
Happineſs, for a down-caſt Look, ſet Speech, and 
ſolemn Air, with all my Heart—but never let us 
quarrel about the Matter, Man. 

Traff. But upon one Condition' will I ever renew 
our former Friendſhip. 

T. Reyn, Well, well, let's hear your Condition; 
and if I can comply with it, I will. 

Traff. You ſhall carry a Letter for me to Lucia, in 
which I will aſſure her all I have done was but to con- 
firm my good Opinion of her Virtue; and that if ſhe 
had not fled from me with ſuch Precipitation, I ſhould 
then have convinced her of it—and at the ſame Time 
you ſhall uſe your utmoſt Endeavour to prevail on her 
to permit me an Interview, in which if you ſucceed, 
I am yours again. 

Y. Reyn. So I muſt betray your Intereſt to preſerve 
your Friendſhip—Well, ſince you will have it fo, pre- 
pare your Letter, and depend upon it ſhe ſhall be yours. 

Traff. Once more, Fack, there's my Hand Suc- 
ceed—and I ſhall hold myſelf bound to you as long as 
I live. I will go home, and diſpatch the Larter to 
your Houſe . Adieu, Kitty / I have been a little rude, 
my Dear; but you will conſider my State of Mind, 


and pardon me.—Come, T'll give you a Kiſs to be 
Friends, 


Kity 


uilty 
moſt 
Ou ! 


bluſh 
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Kitty: Not I, Sir, Pl have none of your Kiſſes. 
Faß Well, ack, you ſhall kiſs her for me, and 
make uy all my Quarrels with the. Ladies: ed 


| Youxs n n and eben 

Kitty. Now would I give up any thing but Beauty — 
and that I can't ſpare - to be reveng'd on Trefjick for his 
Inſult, and to ſee this Madam AﬀeQation here, that is 
ſo proud of her Virtue, as ſhe calls it, weeping and 
wailing for the Loſs of that Chaſtity ſhe makes ſuch a 
Rout with, | 

Y. Reyn. Which thou ſhalt ſoon ſee, my Girl.— This 
Letter of his will I no ſooner give her, than I would 
our great Ledger, —Trafjick, if it was not for theſe 
fooliſh antiquated Notions that he has in his Head, is 
2 worthy Fellow, and my Friend, and ſhall not be 
taken in by this cunning Prude, if I can help it.— 1 
think I bave a Stratagem in my Head that will do; for 
| have paſs'd my Word he ſhall have her, and have her 
he ſhall : but 1 ſhall ſtand in need of your Aſſiſtance, 


and Artſul's. 
Kitty. And I will give it you for that Purpoſe with 


all my Heart, For my Part, I hate every Woman that 
inſults me with her Modeſty, _ 

Y. Reyn. At preſent I am oblig'd to wait upon my 
Plague that is to be; you know, Kitty, we muſt not 
waſte our Stock of Nenlizence before-hand, as we ſhall 
have Occaſion for it all by and by. 

Kitty. Now you talk af Negligence, Jacky, hav'n't 
you neglected to give me the five Guineas you promis'd 
me?—If you uſe me like a Wife, I ſhall uſe 1282 like 
a Huſband, I aſſure vou. 

J. Reyn. How's that? 

Kitty. Why, ſo ( Making Horns.) 

Y. Ron. G fye, Huſſey | you wouldn't, ſure — well, 
to-morrow you hall have it. 

"2: Kitty. 


— 
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Kitty,” So you ſaid yeſterday, and ſo you faid the Day 
before: but FA tell _ what, Jh; no Aﬀfiſtanc 
from me till it comes. i 1 | 

Y. Reyn. Well, vil bring it with me by and by. 
Give me a Kiſs, Huſſey, and wiſh me good Luck. 
Kitty.” There then. ( Kiſſes him.) But 1 hope, when 
you have got this great F paar n keep me bettet 
than you do now. 

F. Reyn. Ay, Child! then you ſhall roll in Gold, 


and eat Bank- notes with your Bread and Butter. — 
To Wet. 


Krrry, looking 1 him. | 

Ah, Facky for all thy Wit and Cunning, I am 2 
little too hard for thee. (Turning to the Stage.) Now is 
he Fool enough to think that I am as conſtant as a 
Turtle; a pretty billing, cooing, faithful Creature 
ha} hal ba! Well, the Pretence of being kept is a 
charming Thing— the Difficulty of an Attainment 
always enhances its Price. I don't find but I have 
Wit enough to get Money, and yet the Devil of it is, 
Jhavn't enough to keep it; for if J had, by this Time 


I might have liv'd independent, and r my 
Favours freely wherever I lik'd. | 


” 
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Day g 
ance 
| by, 
vhen | | WF 
etter oV REYNARD, and KiTTy in Men's Clothes. 
7old, J. Reyn. LLL. 3 Ki itty, you make a downright 
— 1 Petit- Maitre. 
Kitty. That's very true, indeed; for I am but half a 
Man, and have got no Money in my Pocket. 
T. Ron. You don't doubt my Honour, I hope; I 
wi h never promis'd you any thing yet, Huſſey, 1 I did 
not perform, | 
_ Kitty, That may be, my Dexr—but then you are ſo 
0p long in performing every Promiſe you make me, that 
"oſs you might make and perform half a dozen new ones in 
0 the mean time. 
10 10 Y. Ron. Well, there's your five Guincas—they'rs re 
Time worth a Kiſs, ar'n t they? 
1 Kitty. No, Sir now you have made a Man of me, 


we muſt ſhake Hands. Friend, I thank thee, (/haking 
Hands) no more Kiſſing till I reſume the Petticoat.—I 
hate to ſee two Periwigs meet—'tis an Infringement 
on the Privileges of Beauty. 

Y. Reyn. Well, thou art the merrieſt Girl] juſt after 
my own Heart !—if thou did'ſt but love Me a lietle 
more, and my Money a little leſs. * 

Kitty. Nay, I vow that's very unkind of you—Hav'n' 

I, for your fake, refus'd the Offers of Nobles, . 
given up the Charms of dear Variety? and after all, 

to grudge me a little of your dirty Pelf ! Well, I have 
- 1 Mind to N of the next better Offer that's 


| made 
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made me.—But—what is there in being kept, if one 
don't love one's Keeper ! *tis as bad as being married. 
Ah, Facky ! you-know- too well how I:doat-on you, 
or I ſhould experience more of your Generoſity. 
7. Rem. Well, Kitty,- 1 will do. thee Juſtice—] 
believe, ſince thou haſt been my Deer, thou haſt never 
broke through my Pale ; and when I have got this great 
Fortune, thou ſhalt reap the Reward of thy Con- 
ſtancy. But to our Deſign upon Lucia. a 
Kitty. Let me know my Taſk, and : warrant Il 
perform it to your Satisfaction. 
T. Reyn, My Deſign is to make Traffick e, her 
Refuſal of his Offers does not ariſe from her Virtue, 
but from her Attachment to another — This imaginary 
Lover you are to perſonate When you are with her, 
J will bring him where, through the Key-hole, he 
ſhall be a Witneſs to your Actions. I need ſay no 
more; your Wit is fertile enough to ſuit them ac- 
cordingly only take care to keep as far from the Do 
we are at as poſſible, that he mayn't hear your Words. 
- Kitty. Let me alone. You could never have thought 
of any thing that pleaſes me better I have a thoufand 
Times wiſh'd myſelf a Man, that I might exerciſc the 
active Parts of Courtſhip, for I am quite fick of the 
paſſive. What ſignifies having the ſame dull I hings 
ſaid over and over to one a hundred Times, only with 
a little Variation of Phraſe, and being pull'd and haul'd 
and kiſs'd about, as well by thoſe we don't like, as 
thoſe we do? I love to be ſaying and doing myſelt, 
and then I can pleaſe my own Inclinations. 


Yours REYNARD, KITTY, and ARTFUL. 
Artful. Here > Mr Traffick come already ; what muſt 


we do? 
Y. Reyn. 
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Y. Reyn. Let him come up—and do you, Kitty, ſet 
zbout your Taſk — 
Artfud. She can't yet; for Truſty is with Lucia. 
ih. I'll watch his going, and as ſoon as he has 


made his Exit, I'll fall to.—You can entertain Mr. 
Traffick mean while. 5 


Younc' RRYNARD and ARTFUL. | 
Y. Reyn. Do you, Artful, meet Mr. Traffic upon 


the Stairs, as juſt coming from me, and tell him I am 
above — twill help forward my Deſign; and if I ſhould 
want you, you will be ready to make the ſame Con- 


{effion to him, as I ſhall pretend you have done to me. 
'. Artful, I will obſerve carefully all your Orders. 


YounG REYNARD. 


Sure this is the honeſteſt Piece of Roguery that ever 
was committed, to cheat a Man into his own Intereſt 
nay, to make the ſame Witch, that by her deluſive 
Repreſentations has drawn him into her Circle, take 
the ame Method to draw him out of it again. 


Younc REYNARD and TRAFFICE. 


Traff. Well, Fack, haſt thou any Comfort for me, my 
Boy? Have you delivered my Letter? What Anſwer ? 
Have you obtained an Interview ? 

V. Reyn. Poor Ned! faith, I pity thee heartily—Such 
a Virago! There's your Letter again — but you may 
as eaſily perſuade her to open her Heart, as to open 
the Seal of it. 

Traff. I doubt, Jacl, thou waſt but a cold Advocate, 
or ſurely ſne would have been prevailed on at leaſt to 
have open'd my Letter. 

Fi Row: 
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made me.—But—what is there in being kept, if one 
don't love one's Keeper ! *tis as bad as being married. 
Ah, Jacky ! you know too well how I doat on you, 
or I ſhould experience more of your Generoſity. 

T. Rem. Well, Kitty,. I will do thee Juſtice—T 
believe, ſince thou haſt been my Deer, thou haſt never 
broke through my Pale ; and when I have got this great 
Fortune, thou ſhalt reap the Reward of thy Con- 
ſtancy. But to our Deſign upon Lucia. , 

Kitty, Let me know my Taſk, and I warrant I'll 
perform it to your Satisfaction, 

T. Reyn. My Deſign is to make Traffek believe, her 
Refuſal of his Offers does not ariſe from her Virtue, 
but from her Attachment to another— This imaginary 
Lover you are to perſonate — When you are with her, 
J will bring him where, through the Key-hole, he 
ſhall be a Witneſs to your Actions. I need ſay no 
more; your Wit is fertile enough to ſuit them ac- 
cordingly—only take care to keep as far from the Do 
we are at as poſſible, that he mayn't hear your Words. 

Kitty. Let me alone. You could never have though. 
of any thing that pleaſes me better—l have a thoufand 
Times wiſh'd myſelf a Man, that J might exercife the 
active Parts of Courtſhip, for I am quite fick of th. 
paſſive, What ſignifies having the ſame dull 'I hings 
ſaid over and over to one a hundred Times, only with 
a little Variation of Phraſe, and being pull'd and haul'd 
and kiſs'd about, as well by thoſe we don't like, as 
thoſe we do? I love to be ſaying and doing myſelt, 
and then I can pleaſe my own Inclinations. 


YounG REYNARD, KITTY, and ARTFUL. 

Ariful. Here's Mr. Trafick come already; what muſt 

we do? 
Y. Reyn. 


A COMEDY. = 


Y. Reyn. Let him come up—and do you, Kitty, ſet 
about your Taſk mages + 


Artful. She can't yet; for Trufty is with Lucia, 
Kitty. I'll watch his going, and as ſoon as he has 


made his Exit, T'll fall to. —You can entertain Mr. 


Traffick mean while. 


YOUNG REYNARD and ARTFUL. 


Y. Reyn. Do you, Artful, meet Mr. Traffick upon 
the Stairs, as juſt coming from me, and tell him I am 
above —'twill help forward my Deſign; and if I ſhould 
| want you, you will be ready to make the ſame Con- 
ſeſſion to him, as I ſhall pretend you have done to me. 
Artful. I will obſerve carefully all your Orders. 


YOUNG REYNARD. 


Sure this is the honeſteſt Piece of Roguery that ever 
was committed, to cheat a Man into his own Intereſt ; 
| nay, to make the ſame Witch, that by her deluſive 


| Repreſentations has drawn him into her Circle, take 


the ſame Method to draw him out of it again. 


YouUNG REYNARD and I RAFFICK. 


Traff. Well, Fack, haſt thou any Comfort for me, my 
{ Boy? Have you delivered my Letter? What Anſwer ? 
Have you obtained an Interview ? 

Y. Reyn. Poor Ned! faith, I pity thee heartily—Such 
a Virago ! There's your Letter again — but you may 
as eaſily perſuade her to open her Heart, as to open 
the Seal of it. | 

Traff. I doubt, Jack, thou waſt but a cold Advocate, 
or ſurely ſhe would have been prevailed on at leaſt to 
have open'd my Letter. 

| #7 Ren. 
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T. Reyn. Upon my Soul, Ned, I never took half ſo 
much Pains for myſelf in my Life. Hang her---let her 
go, Man---you'll never make any thing of her one 
Way or other. Why, ſhe'll turn your Houſe into a 
Tabernacle, your Bed into a Roſtrum : —you'll never 
want for Lectures; and at your Table none will be 
admitted but Saints, that can pray and cant themſelves 
into her Ladyſhip's good Graces. And yet, if there is 
any Truth in what I have juſt heard, a Beagle with a 
good Noſe might chance to ſmell a Fox. 

Traff. I wiſh, Fack, you would not deal ſo much in 
Tropes : but no artful Innuendo whatſoever can lead 
me to entertain the leaſt Suſpicion of that admirable 
Girl---I am confident her Virtue is as perfect as her 
Beauty, and both are infinitely beyond the Power of 
the beſt Imitation. 

Y. Reyn. So much the worſe for you, if it be ſo; for 
I begin to think they are neither of them for thy turn--- 
Pray, who is that pretty young Gentleman that ſhe is 
ſo intimate with? I thought you told me ſhe had no 
Friend but yourſelf. 

Traff. Mr. Reynard, let me tell. you, tis baſe and 
unmanly to endeavour to defame that Virtue, Which 
you find is not to be corrupted. 


J. Reyn. By thee—Butl] confeſs I am in the wrong 


the Girl may intend virtuouſly to marry the Gentleman, 
tor aught I know. 

Traff. 'Sdeath, Fack, thou know'ſt I am not given 
to quarrelling; but when my Patience is inſulted, I 
wear a Sword, and thou know'it 1 have Courage to 
make ule of it. 

Y. Reyn. Wear a Sword! Ha! ha! ha 3 L to 
ſtand Godfather to your Miſtreſs's Chaſtity? You had 
better tell the Gentleman ſo next time he comes —he 
can beſt anſwer for it. 
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Du The Gentleman! Zounds! what Gentleman? 
I. Nn. Did you never ſee one that viſits Lucia? 

Taff. Not I, upon my Honour. 

Y. Reyn. Nor I neither. 

Taff. Was this well then, to fool with your Friend 

on ſo tender, fo painful a Subject ? 

T. Reyn. Faith, Ned, tis no F ooling for there is 
one, or Artful tells me falſe and he is expected here 
every Minute again. 

Traff. I will believe nothing, without the Conviction 
of my own Eyes and my own Ears—I know it is 
impoſſible. | 


. Reyn. Thou ſhalt have both—Go in with me; 


examine Artful yourſelf; and if he comes, I will bring 
you where, unſeen, you ſhall be an Eye-witneſs to 
their Actions. 

Traff. I will go—and if I find whit you tell me true, 
I will ſubſcribe to your Creed, and never more think 
of a Woman, but as an Object of momentary Pleaſure. 


LuC1iA and T RUSTY. 


 Trufhy. Be comforted, my worthy Miftreſs—T have 
2 Friend, whoſe Houſe, tho' humble, will afford a 
Shelter, and that moſt joyfully, to perſecuted Virtue, 
till T can find out ſome better Lodging, more worthy 
of your Reſidence. 

Lucia. Good Trufty, talk not of nice Diſtinctions 
| now—— What do they, but pamper Pride and whet the 
Sting of Poverty? If they are worthy People and your 
Friends, it is ſufficient. I ſeek only for Shelter from 
the inclement Air, and more inclement Man—If they 
could learn me fome uſeful} Occupation, fitting my 
Abilities, I ſhould be happy, leſt I ſhould rob my 
Benefactor of that humble Morſel his Induſtry and 
faithful Services have carn'd, 


1 Ty 4e. 
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Truſty. Heav'ns! how my Heart rejoices at her 


Virtue ! (Aſide.) Dear Madam, I beg you would not 


caſt one ſingle Thought away upon me. I have 
Strength ſufficient to earn my Bread, if I ſhould chance 
to need it: But I judge you will receive from Mr, 
Traffck ſhortly ſuch Offers as you need not bluſh to 
hear, and ſuch as will relieve you from the Fear of 
being a Burthen to me. 

Lucia. O Trufly! if he would make me his Wife 
now, I could never be his, nor could you, I think, 
adviſe me to it. There was a Time, tho' my Heart 
breaks at the Reflection, that, could I have done it 
with Honour, I would have prefer'd Mr. Traffick to 
the whole World; but I will never give my Hand to 
one, however agreeable his Perſon and Manners, whoſe 
libertine Heart deſpiſes the ſacred Sanctions of Virtue 
and Honour. 

Truſly. Noble Girl! (Aſide.) Yet, Madam, in this 
imperfe& State of Human Nature, we muſt not be too 
ſtrict. —The Strength of youthful Paſſions, the pre- 
vailing Mode, Fear of a cenſuring venal World, or, 
perchance, the inſinuating Advice of ſome leſs generous 
Friend, may for a time have obſcur'd his Reaſon, and, 
as it were, drawn him away from himſelf; but ſhould 
he return to Virtue, and offer you the honourable 

Amends of Marriage, he might ſtill deſerve your Pity. 

Lucia. If he had lov'd me, Tru/ty, could he have 
ſought my Ruin? or, if it be ſo, ſurely it is an odious 
Privilege in Man, to exceed the Brutes as far in 
Cruelty as Reaſon. 

Truſly, Yet in this, Madam, they poſſeſs a happier 
Privilege, that when they become ſenſible they have 
comnutted an Injury, they can, by future ingenuous 
Confeſſions and beneficent Actions, endeavour to atone 

for it. 

| Lucia. 
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Lucia. Your Wiſdom, Trufty, ſhall be my future 
Guide—But I beſeech you to help me quickly out of 
this Houſe; for I would not lie one Night . 
its Roof on any Account whatſoever, 

Truſty. Don't be afraid, Madam: I will go and 
prepare my Friend to receive you, and be back imme- 
diately. 

Lucia. 

Would he were return'd! my Heart miſgives me 
ſtrangely. —I like not the locſe Converſation of theſe 
Women.—Yet, let me be careful—leſt I ſhould injure 
them by my Sufpicions. — The Flights of Mirth and 
the Sallies of Wit, exerted either in the Cauſe of 
Virtue or Vice, proceed oftner from the Head than the 
Heart; ſo that they do not always ſerve for a Criterion 
to judge by. Beſides, I would not yet believe Mr. 
Traffick capable of laying a regular Snare to entrap 
me. O] that my Heart could find out ſome Excuſe for 
his Behaviour! for {till I feel him there.—But *tis in 
vain—nothing can palliate his Offence, -Ha! Who 
comes here? a Man! bleſs me! (Going.) 


Lucia, and KITT in Men's Clothes. 

Kitty. Ha! ha! hal right Prude [- you needn't run 
to your Chamber, Miſs :—I ſha'n't follow you. 

Lucia. Dear Kitty! is it you? How could you ſerve 
me ſo? I am ſure my Heart was juſt in my Mouth, 
I think I am afraid of Shadows. 

Kitty. There, my Dear, for the firſt time your Fears 
are well founded. If we were ſure to find Men the 
very. Thing they appear to us, we ſhould have no 
Reaſon to be afraid of them: but, alas! fome of them 
are as mere Shadows as myſelf. / 3 

Lucia, But why this ſtrange Metamorphoſis, my 
Dear ? 

12 Kitty, 
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Kitty. On purpoſe to divert you, ſeeing you ſo 
grave, Why, Child, you are the downright Picture 
of ſober Sadneſs, 

Lucia. If J had a little of your Cheatfulneſs, my 
Dear, and you a little of my Gravity, perhaps we 
might neither of us be the worſe for it, 

Kitty. Pardon me, my Dear, not one Drop of your 
cold Water for the Univerſe ; nor can I ſpare one Drop 
of my Hartſhorn. 

Lucia, I can aſſure you, Miſs Kitty, I don't deſire to 
rob you: but if you had as much Reaſon for Sadneſs 
as I have, *'tis poſſible you would be downright melan- 
choly: for I have obſerv'd People of your volatile 
Diſpoſition are the leaſt of all others able to ſuſtain the 
Shocks of adverſe Fortune. 

Kitty. And People of your phlegmatick Dilpelition, 
my Dear, when they have no preſent Evils to combat 
with, beat up for a Regiment of Volunteers, and then 
frighten themſelves at their formidable Appearance. I 
dare ſay now, Mr. Traffic and you have had ſome 
Love-quarrel, and both will be complaining of adverſe 
Fortune till it's made up again. | 

Lucia. We have indeed had a Quarrel, and ſuch a 
one as never can be made up again. 

Kitty. I warrant it! A Woman never thinks it 
worth her while to quarrel with a Man, without ſhe 
loves him: And Love is a Kind of a Quack Doctor, 
that makes Wounds only to ſhew his Dexterity in 
healing them. — Come, now will I be Mr. Tae 
and ſee how ſoon I will melt down that proud Heart 
of yours with my pretended Submiſſions, (Falling upon 
her Knees to Lucia.) O my adorable Creature ! look 
down with Pity upon your penitent Slave—diſpel theſe 
low'ring Clouds, that at once rob the World of its 
_ brighteſt Glory, and me of my only Happineſs. 


Lucid. 
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Lucia. Indeed, Miſs K:tty, that will never do.— 
| Beſides, I am too dull to be diverted. Leave this 

Fooling, I beg of you, and get up, my Dear. (Giving 
Kitty her Hand.) a 

Kitty, By theſe dear, white, ſoft, flender Beauty- 
ſticks, (Ai ing her Hand in Extaſy) I will never riſe, 
till you cheer me with the Voice of Pardon will lay 
me for ever at your Feet, till you condeſcend to raiſe 
me to your Boſom, 

Lucia. Dear Girl! do get up, 1 beſeech you—Bleſs 
me! What Nonſenſe ! 

Kitty. My angry Fair One! give not the ſoft, ardent 
Language of afflicted Tenderneſs ſo harſh a Title !— 
but—Submiſfion, I ſee, will not always do, and as the 


Poet ſays, 


„ Women, born to be control'd, 
„ Stoop to the Forward and the Bold.” 


(Starts up, and changes to a free Air.) 


Come, Child, you may as well leave off this Pouting.— 
I ſuppoſe ſomebody has told you, you look pretty when 
you frown: but tho” it is very true, becauſe you are 
always ſo; yet, upon my Soul, my Dear, you look ten 
times prettier when you ſmile. Come do try a little, 
there's a Love. (Chucking her under the Chin.) 

Lucia. Indeed, Miſs Kitty, this Gaiety is ill- tim'd 
it does not ſuit my preſent Diſpoſition. 

Kitty. Nay, if I have not hit upon the right Way 
vet, I muſt try the jealous Lover, I think, and put on 
the Lord of the Creation in all his ſelf- important 
Majeſty. (Strutting angrily about.) — Madam, I now 
perceive the Drift of all this cauſeleſs Anger—the 
natural Inconſtancy of your Sex has prevail'd, and ſome 
aſignificant Fop, whoſe only Merits are his fine 

1 Clothes, 
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Clothes, fine Words, and fine Snuff-box, has got 
Poſſeſſion of the ſlippery Empire of your Heart, till 
ſome other Fop, more light, gaudy; and pert than him- 
ſelf, ſhall diſpoſſeſs him as eaſily, as he has done me; 
but know, Madam, tho' I break my Heart, I will break 
your Chains—nor will I ever more ſubmit to ſuch 
ignoble Slavery. 

Lucia. Bleſs me, Kitty! how can you run on ſo? 


Surely you have been at Cupid's Academy, on purpoſe 


to ſtudy the Arts of Courtſhip. 

Kitty. No, indeed, my Dear ; my Maſters all came 
home to me.—Now you ſhall ſee me play the parting 
Lover. 

Lucia. No pray, my Dear, let's have no more of it. 

Kitty. Nay, but I muſt go through my Exerciſe.— 
And muſt we part! O, that ſuch a Word ſhould be 
found in the Vocabulary of Love] (Standing and looting 
languiſhing, and then ſigbing.)—Parting ! 'tis the Death 
of Rapture—'tis the Birth of Anguiſh—tis the Purga- 
tory of Souls not yet departed—'tis an Eclipſe of the 
Planet of Beauty. — Vet, ſince it muſt be fo, let me 
feal my faithful Vows with a thouſand Kiſles upon 
thoſe dear Hands, and once more drink the nectar'd 
Fragrance from thoſe breathing Roſes, tho” the delicious 
Poiſon run through my Veins, and fill my Breaſt with 
Madneſs. (Xiſſing her Hand over and over again, and 
then ſaluting her.) Farewell - farewell for Hours— 
to Lovers, Ages, 


Luci. 

Surely, there never was ſuch a mad Creature in this 
World What can ſhe mean by this ſtrange Frolick ? 
If my Heart had been at eaſe, I might have enjoy'd 
it But I'm every Day more and more convinc'd, that 


it is in vain to look abroad for Pleaſure z its Source 
muſt 


D 
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muſt be in our own Minds, and the Reſult of Inno— 
cence and Virtue only: but tho' without them we 


cannot be happy, it is not always in their Power to 
make us ſo. 5 


Lucia, and TRAFFICK entering haſtj!y. 

Treff, Your Servant, Madam.—I perceive that your 
Anger towards me has not given you a bad Opinion of 
the whole Sex. 

Lucia. I don't know what you mean, Mr. Traffick, — 
It was my firm Determination never to ſee you again— 
why am I thus rudely to be broke in upon ? 

Traff. Greater Freedoms, Madam, than ever I pre- 
ſum'd to take, did not excite your Anger, when offer'd 
by a more favour'd Perſon. 

Lucia. J muſt tell you, Sir, this is the moſt unbe- 
coming Part you have yet acted ; even more baſe and 
degrading than the ungentleman-like Inſult you lately 
offer'd. | 

Treff. Allowing, Madam, you were at Liberty to 
beſtow your Affections freely, wherever the wayward 
Fancy of Woman could imagine Merit—allowing the 
Power of Gratitude to be ſubordinate to that of Love 
yet ſurely there was no Occaſion for this clandeſtine 
Manner, if I may fo call it, of encouraging a Lover.— 
It would have been more generous in you to have 


acquainted fo ſincere a Friend with your Inclination— 


then might I have curb'd my own ambitious Paſſion, 
and have endeavour'd to ſerve you in the Way your 
own Heart deſir'd. 
Lucia. Your Plot, Mr. Traffick, is not more mean 
than it is weak and ill- contriv'd - Vour Acculations L 
have no need to anſwer, as your own Heart can do it 
for me.— But, Sir, as you never had any Reaſon to 
be 
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be jealous ; ſo have your baſe eng taken from you 
all Right to be ſo. 

Traff. No Occaſion, Madam ! *Sdeath ! did not I 
ſce with my own Eyes your Minion at your Feet? Did 
not I ſee you give him your Hand, with all the Gentle- 
neſs of yielding Love, to help him up? Did not I fee 
him worry that Hand with Rapture, and proceed to 
ſuch embolden'd, fuch tranſported Actions, as rack'd 
my Soul with Madneſs to be a Witneſs of? 

Lucia. Mr. Traffick, your Art, I allow, is excellent; 
but it only ſerves to confirm that Diſdain, which per- 
haps a different Behaviour might have remov'd. I will 
hear no more; but lock myſelf up, till I can be deli- 
ver'd from this bad Houſe, where none but the moſt 


artful and diſhonourable of Men would ever have 


daher me. 
TRAFFIC. 
By Heav'ns ! ſhe's hackney'd in the Ways of perſidy. 
How artfully, inſtead of vindicating her Innocence, 
(which indeed was out of her Power) did ſhe anſwer 


Accuſation with Accuſation But tho' I'm reſolv'd to 


get the Maſtery over my Paſſion, yet would I fain, if 
ſhe had not again quitted me ſo haſtily, have clear'd up 
my own Innocence, and confeſs'd to her the Motives 
of my late Behaviour. I cannot bear ſhe ſhould think 


meanly of me.—But who can this happy Rival be? 


*Tis ſtrange I have never ſeen him before—and why 
does ſhe accuſe me of a new Plot ? 


"TRAFFICK and YOUNG REYNARD. 


Y. Reyn. Well, Ned, who knows the Sex beſt wow 
You or I? 

Traff. O thi were form'd, by preſenting to us 
a Proſpect of confummate Happineſs, to make us 
throughly ſenſible of human Miſery. 


2 Reyn. 
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7. Reyn. There, Ned, art thou quite out in thy 
Philoſophy. They are, indeed, form'd to give us the 
moſt ſubſtantial Tranſports; but when we deprive our i 
Senſes of their juſt Dominion, and ſeck for Happine(s ; 
only in the romantick Regions of Fancy, we juſtly 
forfeit thoſe Pleaſures, which we might enjoy if we 
pleas'd. | | 

Traff. What are the ſhort-liv'd Pleaſures of ſenſual 


Gratification, to the finer and more exquiſite Feelings 
of the Soul ? 


Y: Reyn. Vaſtly pretty and fo, I ſuppoſe, if you 
could but enjoy thoſe fine and exquifite Feelings you 
ſpeak of (which I own to me are downright Non- 
Entities) the perſonal Poſſeſſion of your Miſtreſs is a 
Trifle you could eaſily diſpenſe with. 

Traff. Not ſo, neither—it would be Tranſport even 
to Madneſs—for then I could not doubt ftanding firſt 
in her Affections, and, ſpite of my Anger, I muſt 
confeſs I can conceive no Pleaſure equal to that :—for 
tho' *tis plain ſhe loves another, yet do I believe her 

Virtue impregnable, and I am ſure her Beauty is 
| inimitable. 

V. Reyn. Faith, Ned, there is no denying that ſhe 
is deviliſh handſome—and there is one Way, if thou 
hadſt but Spirit, ſhe might be come at yet. 

Traff. Say you ſo, dear Fact /—let me know what 
it is this Moment. 

Y. Reyn. Why, when you know, I'Il lay my Life 
ef it you won't do it. | 

Traff. There can be nothing I would not do, for the 
lake of obtaining that dear, amiable, divine Creature. 

Y. Reyn. Hey-day ! what's become of all your Anger, 

Man ? this is not the Way—You have already been 

praiſing, flattering, and worſhipping her, till ſhe verily 

believes ſhe is an Angel; and you never will be able ta | 
K | 3 ö 


66 THE INDISCREET LOVER: 


do any thing with her, till you prove inconteſtably to 


her ſhe is a mere Woman, and nothing but a Woman. 


Traff. And pray, Friend, how is this neceſſary 
Proof to be accompliſh'd ? 

J. Reyn. I fancy now, if I was to let you into her 
Room by a private Door, of which I could procure the 
Key, honeſt Nature would inform thee better than [ 
can.—P1! tell you what, Ned—T never knew a Garri- 
ſon refuſe to ſurrender, after a Breach was made in the 
Walls of the Citadel. 

Traff. Is it poſſible I can ſo long have worn in my 
Boſom a Wretch capable of giving me ſuch baſe, ſuch 
execrable Advice! Would'ſt thou have me ſully the 
whiteſt Virtue, and bring upon myſelf a Reſentment 
too juſt and ſtrong for Argument or Time to remove? 

Y. Reyn. Truly, Ned, tis ſomething hard to be 
abus'd for giving you the ſtrongeſt Proof of Friendſhip 
that any Man can give = that of adviſing you for your 
Intereſt againſt your Inclination. This I am ſure of, 
if you follow my Advice, you will entirely ſupplant 
your Rival; and then, if you chuſe to marry her, the'il 
jump at it. 

Trag. And pray; Sir, how are you ſure of that? — 
did the tell you fo ? 

Y. Reyn. To tell you the Truth, Ned, I have within 
theſe two Hours made the Experiment, and prov'd it fo. 
Traff. Thou haſt not dar'd to be rude to her, ſure! 


T. Reyn. If I had, thou would'ſt not cut my Throat, 
would'ſt thou? 


Traff. Hadſt thou preſerv'd my Life an hundred 
Times, my Anger would overcome my Gratitude. 
T. Reyn. Well, well, ſet thy Heart at Eaſe about that 
Va little Jeſs Virtue will ſerve my Turn, I promiſe you. 


 Traff. What doſt thou mean then by making the 
Experiment ? 


Y. Ryu. 
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_ Y. Ron. Ah, Ned! would thou hadit been as happy 
with Lucia, as I have been with Fanny. 

Traff. Thou haſt nq; ruin'd her, ſure | 

Z. Reyn. Dear Ned! leave off that Cant, I beſeech 


thee. I have been happy with her; and if thou hadſt 


as much Spirit as me, thou might'ſt have been the ſame 


with Lucia. 


Traff. How could'ſt thou have the Impudence to 
offer ſuch a Thing? 

. Reyn. How could'ſt thou have the Modeſty not? 
| Traff. If your Fanny had been as virtuous as my 
Lucia, you would not have dar'd, 

Reyn. Egad, ſhe pretended to be ſo—frown'd, 
ſcolded, bluſh'd, ftruggled—O |! the raviſhing Delight 
of enjoying Happineſs as the Reward of Conquett | 
How different from the lukewarm Pleaſure that flows 
from unreſiſting Beauty !—It's all right again now, my 
Boy—it's all right. 

Traff. Well, thou art a ſtrange F want ſo 
thou thinkeſt my Lucia would behave in the ſame 
Manner ? 

T. Reyn. As ſure as Matrimony will beget Strife, 
Strife beget Coldneſs, and Coldneſs end in Diſguſt. 

Traff. It is in vain, I ſee, to make a profeſs'd Rake 
ſenſible of the Dignity of true Virtue. ( Ade.) Well, 
Jack, procure me this Key, and in two Hours I'll be 
here again you ſhall manage Matters for me in the 
mean time. 

T. Reyn. Give me thy Hand Now thou art a Lad 
of Spirit I wiſh thee Joy of thy Succeſs already; for 
tis infallible, if your Courage does not fail you. 

Traff. Never fear, Jack /—for I find I cannot be 
happy without her, —Adieu for the preſent, 
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Yourc REYNARD. 
Egad! my Succeſs with Fanny came quite a-propos,— 
I've warm'd him I've rais'd the evil Spirit within 


him—and when 'tis once rais'd in the Boſom of one 
of theſe conſcientious Fellows, 'tis ten times ſtronger 
than in us profeſs'd Pleaſuriſts, who are ſubject to its 
diurnal Viſas.—I'Il in, and ſee for Kitty and Artful; 
they will rejoice at my Succeſs : for they look upon al! 
Women of Virtue inveigled into their Train, as ſo 
many Proofs that they are no worſe than the reſt of 
their Sex, who would all have been the fame, had they 
met with the ſame Temptation. 


TRuUSTY. 


Good Heavens! how opportunely did I come in, to 
over-hear their villainous Intentions! What Danger 
is Youth and Beauty expos'd to, when depriv'd of the 
ſnelt'ring Wing of a Parent But that Mr. Trafic, 
bred up under the worthieſt of Fathers, and ſeemingly 
inheriting all his Virtues, ſhould be ſo far prevail'd 
upon by the inſtnuating Advice and contagious Example 
of a bad Companion, as to refolve upon ſo wicked, fo 
deſperate an Act, and that plainly contrary to his nobler 
Principles and better Judgment, amazes me. But I 
tear ſomebody coming. I will contrive to concea} 
myſelf in the Houſe, and watch over Lacta to fecure 
her from their Deſign, | 


| OLD REYNARD and YouncG REyYNARD. 
Old Reyn. Son, Son, don't tell me—Keeping has 
ruin'd more than Matrimony, Honeſty, and Books— 
I hardly ever knew a Man become a Bankrupt, that 

did not keep a Miſtreſs. 

. Nen. Be pacified, dear Dad, you hav'n't heard 
all my Reaſons yet. 
a Od Re. 
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Old Reyn. Reaſons, you young Raſcal Ia Man 
may have Reafons for Stealing, Reafons for Lying, 
Reaſons for Drinking, and Reaſons for Wenching— 
but Reaſons for Keeping no Man ever had yet, but that 
of being a Fool. 

V. Reyn. Well, don't be in ſuch a Paſſion, Father. — 
Did you never keep ? 

Old Reyn. Yes, Dog, I have * ä 
and my Reputation. 

T. Reyn. Why, that's my very Reaſon for keeping 
a Miſtreſs. 

Old Reyn. Ay, ay, make that appear, Boy, and III 
forgive you. 

Y. Reyn. Firſt, as to Saving have made an exact 
Calculation of fix Months Expences of each, and find 
that, when I rang'd at large, what between Preſents, 
Treats, the exorbitant Demands of Bagnio-Keepers 
and Surgeons, it coſt me five Pounds fifteen Shillings 
and five Pence more than it has done in Keeping— 
there's mathematical Demonſtration for you, Dad. 

Old Reyn. Extravagant Puppy! 

J. Reyn. Ay, but you know the leaſt Extravagance 
is beſt. Then this Way I preſerve my Reputation : 
For by keeping an old Woman, who paſles for Aunt 
to Kitty, at once to attend and watch her, and pre- 
tending they are Relations of mine, I viſit them with- 
out Suſpicion.— She is a mighty good Sort of an old 
Woman, and not ugly.—Suppoſe you was to viſit 
her now and then, Dad—'twould coſt nothing. 

Old Reyn. Ah, Raſcal !\—however, ſince you have 
taken ſuch Care of your Reputation, I forgive you. — 
But, Fack, I was in hopes you would have found Em- 
ployment elſewhere. - 

Y. Reyn. It's all over, Dad—all's my own—and now 
comes your Part. —[ was juſt going to ſeek you, if you 
had 
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had not prevented me.—But pray, how came you to 
find me here? | 

Old Reyn. Ah! I warrant you thought it was an caſy 
Matter to impoſe upon the old Man—but *twill out, 
"twill out.—Simon Clodpole happen'd to paſs by, and 
heard you aſk if your Couſin was within—and on my 
enquiring for you, told me he ſaw you go into your 
Couſin's in Chancery-Lane—on which I gueſs'd 

T. Reyn. Well, well, Dad, never fear me; I'Il al- 
ways take care of the main Chance. — And now! 


think of it, this will be the handieſt Place in the World 


to ſend for old Mealthy to:—Pretend it is the Houſe of 
a Relation of yours, and that you have ſomething of 


the utmoſt Importance to impart—mean while I will 


put you in the Way to treat with him. 
Old Reyn. Since you have manag'd ſo ſucceſsfully 


hitherto, you ſhall diret.—] warrant Il play my 
Part with the old Gentleman, and take care of our 


Reputation.—TI know the World as well as any body, 
or I ſhould never, have made a fingle Hundred bring 
forth a hundred- fold Simon came with me to the Door; 


J made him 20 firſt, that, by his ſtopping, I might 


know where it was without aſking him. I'Il ſend him 
to Fealthy directly. / [ Exeunt. 
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OLD REYNARD. 


DSO! Odfo! I have it all here, (putting þ:5 
Hand to his Forehead.) I wiſh the old Gentleman 

was come—['m ready for him.—-A Man can never 
cheat others ſucceſsfully of their Money, without firſt 
cheating them out of their good Opinion. Whenever 
I find a Man careleſs in his Accounts, I never fail to 
make ſome ſmall Miſtake to his Prejudice, and then I 
am ſure to gain the Character of the honeſteſt Fellow 
exiſting, by finding it out myſelf, and ſetting it to 
rights; which leaves me at liberty to outwit him of 
five times as much another time without Suſpicion.— 
O Reputation! Reputation! What a large Wig and a 
Chariot is to a Phyſician, what Tautology is to an At- 
torney, Braſs to a Counſellor, Perſeverance to a 

Lover, a cherry Cheek, roguiſh Eye, and mock Mo- 
deſty to a Girl that would make her Fortune—thou art 
to a Man of the World. 


OLD REvNARD and a Servant. 


Servant. A Gentleman, Sir, whoſe name is J/:althy, 4 
en quires for you. 


Cd Reyn. Does he fo ?—Shew him up, ſhew him up. 


OLD REvNARD. 
(Going up to the Glaſs, ſtroking his Beard and Clothes, and 


putting his Wig in Order.) 1 f 

Egad ! T muſt put on a Look of Importance—Let 11-0 
me ſee— Ay! this will do, this will do. " 
I Ordo i. 
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Orp REYNARD and WEALTHY. 


Old Reyn. Signior, I kiſs your Hands.—( Bowing far. 
mally.) s 

Wealthy. Mr. Reynard, for ſuch I underſtand is your 
Name, I am your moſt humble Servant. 

Old Reyn. Moſt noble Signior, no Compliments, I 
beſeech you ; pray be ſeated. ( Preſents him a Chair with 
great Ceremony.) 

Wealthy. What conceited old Puppy is this? ( Aſide.) 
Pray, Sir, to what extraordinary Circumſtance is it 
that I owe the Favour of this Interview ? for I cannot 
fay I have the Honour of knowing you; tho' I think I 
have ſeen your Face upon Change. 

Old Reyn. Signior, your Thoughts are always juſt— 
worthy a Man of Senſe and Conſequence. 

Il talthy. To Buſineſs, if you pleaſe, good Sir,—1 
hop'd, when I quitted the Banks of the Ebro and re- 
turn'd to my native Thames, I ſhould have got rid of 
that troubleſome Load of Ceremony, which made my 
Time there paſs but diſagreeably, notwithſtanding all 
my Advantag-s, and have met with that plain Sincerity 
of Manners here, which is not better ſuited to the 
Man of Buſineſs than the Man of Senſe. 


Old Reyn. Odio! odſo! Signior, I perceive you are 


both, I perceive you are both. 

« Healthy. Once more, Sir, may I crave your Buſineſs ! 
for, as I ſaid, I do not know I have had the Honour of 
ſeeing you, unleſs it has been upon Change. 

Old Reyn. Signior Wealthy, you are right—you are 
right.—I am as well known there as the Statue of Sir 
John Barnard—I might have ſaid my Reputation for 
Probity is as well known there—But I hate Boaſting— 
J hate Boaſting. 

Wealthy. 
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Wealthy. So ] perceive. (Ajide.) I give you Joy, Sir, 
of having obtain'd a Jewel of ſo great Price. But 
your Buſineſs, if you pleaſe ? 

Old Reyn. Signior, you have a Daughter, a very 
beautiful young Lady —a very accompliſh'd young 
Lady—a very modeſt young Lady indeed, 

Wealthy. This is the oddeſt old Coxcomb J ever met 
with :—W hat ! does he intend to palm a Daughter upon 
me | (A/ide.)—You have certainly miitaken your Man, 
Sir; for I have no Daughter, I aſſure you. 

Old Reyn. You are a wife Man, Mr. Mealthy, —a 
very wife Man. You have not been fo long in Spain for 
nothing. But there is no keeping Daughters conceal'd 
here—Miſs Fanny's Beauty has darted from behind the 
Cloud, and done Execution. I wiſh it hadn't—I'm 
ſure J wiſh it hadn't: But young People will be 
young People — they will not conſider the Difference 
of Fortune. 


Mealthy. Fanny !—She has certainly been paſſing her- 


ſelf off for my Daughter—if ſo, it's Time to, get rid 
of her. I muſt know the Bottom of this. (A/ide.) I 
ſce, Sir, you know the World—there's no deceiving 


you. ,—But pray, Sir, ſince you will have it ſo, what 


is this Affair of Fanny's ? 

Old Reyn. Ah! Sir, IJ have told him of it a hundred 
Times. I have rated him—1 have dilluaded him 
have confin'd him—but all to no purpoſe, —I lock'd 
him up he jump'd out of the Window. At laft I told 
him, Son, Son, if you will purſue this, young Lady 
without her Father's Knowledge, I think it my Duty 
to acquaint him with it —my Reputation ſhall not 
ſuffer through, your Indiſcretion—all the World knows 
how much J value my Reputation. 

Mealtby. And what did he ſay to that, pray ? | 
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Old Reyn. O Signior ! he fell upon his Knees, wept, 
rav'd, vow'd he ſhould be undone.—T repreſented to 
him the Impoſſibility of ſucceeding, when I had not 
above ten thouſand Pounds to give him, firft and laſt, 
and the Greatneſs of the Lady's Expectations, being 
your only Child. Not but the Boy is a very good Foy, 
a very ſenſible Boy—and well vers'd in the Art of 
getting Money.—I taught him, I taught him and he 
was always an apt Scholar, an apt young Dog.—But 
then I promis'd not to tell neither—but my Reputa- 
tion requires it — I ought to conceal nothing from 
you —I ought to conceal nothing. 

Icalthy. In ſo doing, Sir, you will give me a Procf 
of that Probity, which it ſeems you are ſo well known 
for. 

Old Reyn. O Signior! if it ſhould be the Ruin of 
the Boy, I muſt out with it. I cannot help being 
honeſt -I was born honeſt—T was bred honeſt, and 
have made the Reputation of Honeſty my Study, ever 
ſince I expos'd my Throat to the Mercy of a Tonſor. 

Wealthy. I cannot but be proud, Sir, of becoming 
acquainted with ſo honeſt a Gentleman, 


Old Reyn. T have tickled him—lI have tickled him— } 


he begins to have a good Opinion of me. (Aſide.) 0 
Signior! I am going to bring to light a very painful 
Circumſtance—a very painſul Circumſtance indeed! 

I/calthy. I wiſh you a good Delivery, Sir. 

Old Reyn. Signior, your moſt obedient, — Indeed, 
Mr. /7ealthy, J am greatly concern'd for ſa worthy a 
Gentleman —1I feel for you—TI know how tender 2 
Daughter's Reputation muſt be in the Eye of a Parent 
— Not but I know too a Blot is not a Blot till it 1s 
hit; and what has paſs'd between my Son and the 
Lady, altho' in the Anguiſa of his Heart he diſco- 
yered to me, he would ſooner die than betray to the 
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World. Poor Boy ! Indeed I pity him—but, after all, 
'tis his own Fault—and I could not maintain my Pro- 
bity without telling you. 

Wealthy. Mr. Reynard, T underſtand you the Girl 
has granted your Son the laſt Favour before the firſt. 

Old Reyn. I ſee you are a wiſe Man, Mr, I/aithy, 
a very wiſe Man.—You know theſe Things are fre- 
quent amongſt young People, and when they are 
never found out, they are never the worſe for it. — 
But alas ! their Imprudence has not ended here. 

Wealthy. Pray, Mr. Reynard, let us have it all then. 
Old Reyn. You may depend upon it, Signior, I 
will lay my Commands upon him to give it up.—O 
the Imprudence of young People! filly Fools! filly 
Fools ! here have they been and bound themſelves to 
marry each other under a mutual Obligation of ten 
thouſand Pounds, and the Rogues have got it well 
drawn and properly witneſs'd. 

Wealthy. Well, well, Mr. Reynard, you have made 


yourſelf appear an honeſt Man — and ſince your Son 
comes of ſo honeſt a Family, and has made ſo free 
with the Girl already, I think Fanny cannot do better 
than to marry him. 

Old Reyn. And do you conſent, Sir? You overjoy 


me—my Son will run mad. — This it is to know how 


to ſet one's ſelf. off. (Aſide.) 

Wealthy. I have no Objection, I can aſſurꝭ ou 
nor will Fanny be any way injured in her Fortune 
thereby. — But, Mr. Reynard, you know the World: 
It would not be proper for me to have any Concern in 
ſo unequal a Match— But, if they are married with- 
out my knowing any thing of the Matter, no body can 
blame me, and I ſhall not ſo much as pretend to be 
diſpleaſed at it—lI think it is for the Girl's Intereſt, 
and that's eno ugh. 
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Old Reyr.. Very diſcreet indeed, very diſcreet—and 
as generous as diſcreet, Good Signior, will you do 
me the Honour to drink a Glaſs of Wine with me ?— 
If you will divert yourſelf with the Ladies for half an 
Hour, I will juſt inform my Son of his good Fortune, 
and be with you again. 

Wealthy. With all my Heart. 

Old Reyn. I will introduce you, if you Rente, 
into next Room one Minute, while I give ſome Orders 
to my Man. 

Mealtby. Sir, I ſhall be oblig'd to you. 

Old Reyn. Pray, Sir. (Shewing him out with great 


Ceremony, and then returning to the Stage.)—Egad! 11 


take a Parſon with me — the old Man's Mind may 


change—the old Man's Mind may change.—Hey ' 
Clodpole ! 


CLoppoLE and OLD REYNARD. 


Clodpole. Did ye want me, Meaſter ? 

Old Reyn. Want ye, Sirrah ! what d'ye think J call'd 
you for? Do you know where our Curate Mr, Laly- 
rinth lives? 

Clodbole. Noa, not II ne'er heard un but once, and 
then I was ſo waundly drawſy, that an the Church 
Door hadn't gin a great Screech and a Baunce in ſhut- 
ting, I ſhould ha” bin lock'd in among the dead Voake 
all Noight—but I can aks our Sall. 

Old Reyn. No, no, Simon; ſay nothing at home 
ſay nothing at home. Vou know the Paſtry-cook's the 
Corner of Church-lane © 

Clodpole. Ay, Meaſter, ve bought many a nice 
Keake there Mother always ſaid I had a ſweet Tooth. 

Old Reyn. Well, Simon, next Door is a Broker's, 
where you will ſee in the Shop, ruſty Iron, broken 


Cloſe-ſtools, ragged * and blind Pictures to ſell— 
there he lives. 


Cled polo. 
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Cladpole. Ay, Meaſter, I'll run directly. (Geing.) 

Old Reyn. Sirrah ! Sirrah ! what are you going 
about ? 

Clodpole. I doan't know, Zur—yow didn't tell a 
body. 

Old Reyn. Tell him to meet me directly at the 
Queens Arms, near Dottors- Commons —and d'ye hear, 
make no Miſtakes. 

Cladpole. I'ſe warrant for that, Meaſter let Cldpole 
alone. 


Old Reyn. Well, well; make haſte, make haſte. 


SIMON CLODPOLE. 


Ads-ſniggers! our Sall has a rare Head-piece—Zhe 
and I ſhall do waundly well together. (Patting him- 


ſelf on the Head.) T'ſe warrant, whenever a Parſon's ſent 


for, there's ſomething good a brewing—a Wedding, 
or a Chriſt'ning, or a Burrying, or zome zuch Thing. 
— I'll run hoame, and tell Sweetheart vurſt.—W ho 
knoaws but ſhe may let me ſpeak a good Word to the 
Gentleman about ourſelves ? — who knoaws ? — who 
knoaws? — He! he! he! (Goes out ſniggering, and 
ſhrugging up his Shoulders.) 


Scene changes to a Chamber in the ſame Houſe. 


Lucia alone. 


Good Heay*ns ! what a Change has a few Days made 
in my Circumſtances ! In the Morning I was as happy 
as Dependance wowd permit me.—I ow'd all my Obli- 
gations to the only Man in the World to whom J 
wiſh'd to be oblig'd—I felt no Want—lI fear'd none. — 
Now, all Things are revers'd. My Protector is be- 
come my 'Betrayer,—To reflect upon the Man that 
before fill'd my Mind with the moſt tender and pleaſing 
Ideas, now fills it with Horror and Confuſion. Vet 
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conſcious of intentional Innocence, let me not give 
way to Deſpair. Could I think it poſſible that Mr. 
Traffick was not privy to Kitty's Diſguiſe and artful 
Behaviour—I know of nothing that could give me fo 
much Pain, as to have my Innocence, Ingenuouſneſs, 
and Gratitude, appear. thus queſtionable. —But what 
Reaſon could ſhe have for ſuch a Stratagem, but to 
ſerve his Purpoſe ? —Ha ! what means that Door un- 
locking ? I was told it was faſten'd up—and the other I 
bave ſecur'd. —— Mr. Traffick ! (Screams) 


. 


TRAFFICK and LUCIA. 


Traff. Deareſt Lucia! be not alarm'd—I am no 
Thief, no impious Raviſher.—Your Honour is not 
dearer in your own Regard than 'tis in mine.—I could 
not bear to appear to you in the unfavourable Light 
my late miſtaken Actions have plac'd me—otherwiſe 
I had not preſum'd to have intruded thus. 

Lucia. Mr. Trafic, I perceive, in whatſoever you 
Mind is turn'd to, you are conſummate. Yet I con- 
jure you to reflect in time, what a dreadful Thing it is 
to be compleat in Vice. 

Traff. Madam, were my Mind ſuch, as you have 
Reaſon to believe it is, I ſhould indeed be a Wretch 
beneath your Regard.--But, my deareſt Lucia, if you 
had not twice fled from me ſo precipitately, I truſt 1 
ſhould fully have. clear'd myſelf from Guilt, tho' not 
from Indiſcretion. | | 

Lucia. Sir | however lightly the faſhionable Part of 
Mankind may efteem the inveigling of Innocence, and 
ſoften it with the Name of Indiſcretion, their Con- 
ſcience may one Day inform them, it is a Crime 
exceeding in Turpitude even Theft or Murder—For 
what Property is equal to Peace and Felicity, of which 
the unhappy Victim is bereav'd ?—or what is the Loſs 
of Life to that of Virtue? 


Tra . 
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Traff. Such Guilt, Madam, my Soul never yet dar'd 


to venture on.— Tis true—urg'd by a Friend's Advice, 


1 was ſo weak as to preſume to prove that Virtue 1 
never doubted. My Crime has juſtly been my Puniſh- 
ment —and ſurely my gentle Lucia will extend her 
Pardon to one, whoſe Penitence exceeds his Crime. 
If you had not ſo cruelly refus'd to receive the Letter 
I ſent by Mr. Reynard, I truſt you would have thought 
better of me before this Time. 

Lucia, I fear, Mr. Traffick, this is another of your 
artful Schemes. I neither ſaw your Friend, nor Letter. 

Traff. Ha | Did not Mr. Reynard preſent you a Letter 
from me, and urge you with all his Power to read it, 
or procure me an Interview ? 

Lucia. Never. 

Traff. Villain! then I perceive he has betray'd me.— 
I confeſs, Madam, in my firſt Offence my Behaviour 
was unpardonable — yet was I abſolutely innocent of 
any bad Intention. —The laſt Time I had the Honour 
of ſeeing you, I was likewiſe to blame; ſince I 
certainly had no Right to be angry at your Preference 
of another to me altho' that Preference made me infi- 
nitely miſerable. 

Lucig. Sir, Sir, for Heaven's ſake leave off this Art, 
and ſpeak with Truth and Honour. — You know too well 
who the Perſon was you pretended to be jealous of. 

Traff. Upon my Honour, Madam, I do not, and 


beg of you, if you have the leaſt Regard for my Peace 


of Mind, that you will inform me.—Indeed, my dear 
Lucia, I will not oppoſe your Happineſs. —I will facri- 
fice my own to yours, and will even do every thing in 
my Power to ſerve you, and my happy, happy Rival. 
Lucia. Mr. Trafjick, I am fo ſurpriz'd at your Beha- 
viour, that I know not how to act, or what to ſay. — 
Surely, you muſt know it was Miſs Kitty dreſs'd in 
Men's Clothes, 
Traff. 
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Traff. Kitty Furies and Diſtraction -s it poſſible 
that Reynard could uſe me thus How ridiculous have 
I made myſelf O Lucia I have been a Dupe to the 
moſt artful of pretended Friends; but my Sword ſhall 
revenge the Injury he has done my Honour, and the 
exquiſite Pain that his vile Machinations muſt have 
inflicted upon a Boſom fo richly fraught with the moſt 
delicate Senfibility. 

Lucia, I fear, Mr. Traffick, this Anger is affected; 
and that you are only endeavouring to lull my Fears, 
till ſome new Plot, that you have contriv'd for my 
Ruin, is ripe for Execution. 

Traff. Madam, I cannot deny but you have too 
much Reaſon to think ſo; nor dare I preſume to offer 
you a Heart, tho' upon the moſt honourable Terms, 
that is, and only ſhall be yours, till I have fully clear'd 
my Innocence, and reveng'd your Wrongs. 

Lucia. Mr. Trafick, my Heart is ſatisfied.— I am 
convinc'd, from your preſent Behaviour, that you never 
intended to injure me—and—O ! could you have felt 
the Pangs of diſappointed Gratitude that wrung my 
Soul, you could then, and then only, conceive the Joy 
I have in finding you innocent—but for Heaven's fake 
remain ſo—and do not, by purſuing the Phantom of 
Honour for its Subſtance, again involve me in thoſe 
Sufferings from which I am but juſt deliver'd. Shal! 
Man, tho' greatly provok'd, lift up his Hand againſt his 
Maker's Image, and be innocent ? 

Traff. Good Heaven]! What are all the Treaſures 
of the Earth, when ſet in Competition with a virtuous 
and amiable Woman And is it poſſible, my Lucia, 
you can forgive him? Is it poſſible you can forgive me? 

Lucia. I can, I do. 

Traff. Yet I find it hard to forgive cither myſelf or 
him, —Shall ſuch Perfidy go unpuniſh' d! 
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Lucia. Vengeance is a Weapon too dangerous for 
Man.— Vet, Mr. Traffick, you muſt pardon me, when 
[ tel you, it is yourſelf only that are to blame. What 
he did was the Effect of his Friendſhip for you; and 
tho' wrought upon blameable Principles, yet was ft 
intended only for your Benefit, and therefore, from 
you, merits Indulgence, But when a Man of Senſe 
chuſes a Friend rather for his Wit than his Virtue, it 
is no Wonder if he is thereby led into Difficulties. 

Traff. How ſtrong is the Power of Truth, when 
urg'd by the Voice of Kindneſs -O Luca! I feel it 
is more in the Power of a virtuous Woman to make a 
Man good and happy, that in that of any other earthly 
Means whatſoever: then deign to bleſs me with your 


| Hand, and make me both. 


Lucia. "Think not what I am going to ſay proceeds 
either from Revenge for paſt Affronts, or Diſlike to 


| your Perſon and Principles—(the firſt I have forgiven, 


and will think no more of; the laſt, Gratitude and 
your own Merit abſolutely forbid)—but from a Con- 
ſciouſneſs of the Injury I ſhould do your Fortune, by 
accepting your noble, your diſintereſted Offer ; and the 
Reflections that would be caſt by the World both on 
you and me. This, therefore, is my Determination— 
that I will never marry without my Father (which 
indeed I cannot ſo much as hope for) ſhould return, by 
his Conſent approve my Choice, and by his paternal 
Affection ſet me upon ſome Degree of Equality with 
the Gentleman he ſhould beſtow me upon. 

Taff. O Lucia! you have at once made me both 
happy and miſerable: you have given me the moſt 
raviſhing View of Paradiſe, but at the ſame time 
render'd it impoſſible to enter. 


M | TRAFFICK, 
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TRAFFICK, LUCIA, and TRusTY entering by the ſam: 
Door TRAFFICK came in at. 


Truſty. Pardon me, Sir—pardon me, good Madam— 


that I have thus preſum'd to intrude upon your Privacy ; 


nay, that I acknowledge I have over-heard all that has 
paſs'd.— Vou, Sir, cannot be angry, when I likewiſe 
confeſs myſelf privy to what paſs'd between you and 
Mr. Reynard—and you, Madam, will not, I am cer- 
tain, when I aſſure you it was your Safety that render'd 
it neceſlary. 

Lucia, Kind, worthy Trufy, I am rejoic'd at your 
Return, O! what have I ſuffer'd during your ſhort 
Abſence! but now I am again happy. 

Truſiy. Madam, I know it all, and would adviſe you 
to ſecure your future Tranquillity by accepting this 
worthy Gentleman's Offer. 

Traff. Dear Trufty, J ſhall be bound to you as long 
as I live. Aſſiſt me, I beſeech you, to obtain your 
Angel of a Miſtreſs. —I had rather obtain her Hand 
than the greateſt Addition to my Fortune; and, for 
her ſake, will bear with Pleaſure the ill-grounded 
Reflections of a miſtaken World. 

Truſty. Madam, you have done me the Honour to 
deſire that I would aſſiſt you with my humble Opinion; j 
permit me then, in the moſt preſſing Manner, to 
recommend to you this Gentleman's Suit. —His Worth 
you confeſs.—I know your good Senſe will not permit 
you to think, more than enough can be neceſlary to 
Happineſs. Gratitude then muſt be his Friend; ſince 
the only Thing wanting to compleat his Felicity you 
can beſtow—your amiable Self. And as for the 
Reflections of the World—a wiſe Perſon will regard 
them no farther than to take care not to deſerve them.— 
But, ah! Madam, ſometimes Greatneſs of Soul bor- 

ders 
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ders ſo near upon Pride, that it leads us into Errors 
that prevent our Happineſs. 

Lucia. Would, Trufly, I had before recelv'@ the 
Aſfiſtance of your Wiſdom ! Perhaps I have been to 
blame - but it is too late to recall my Word, and I dare 
not falſify it. 

Traff. What muſt I do, Lacks, when your Virtue is 
my Enemy? Will you promiſe to be mine, if your 
Father ſhould return and conſent ? 

Lucia. Moſt freely. 


Trufly. Will you, Sir, promiſe to marry none but 
this Lady on the ſame Conditions ? 

Traff. Moſt freely. 

Truſty. Then, Sir, if you approve of it, for both your 
Hearts“ Content, I'll write it down: you ſhall both 
ſign it, and I will be a Witneſs, 

Traff. Dear Trufty,, do; and I will wear the Paper 
next my Heart. You It not be againſt it, Lucia? 

Lucia. I would do any thing Virtue would permit, 
to oblige you. 

Treff. Dear Girl! 

Truſty (writes.) There, Sir, is your Promiſe.—(Myites 
again.) There, Madam, is your's. Be pleas'd to ſign 
them. (Here they both fign, and give the Papers to 
Truſty, who witneſſes, and then returns them.) There 
they are back again. Be true and happy, and Heaven 
reward your Virtue. 


Baß 5 (reading. f Witneſs, Thomas Goodbeart / 


Lucia. It is my Father's Hand !—Good Heavens! 
how, how have I deſerv'd ſuch Bleflings ! ( Kneeling.) 1 
Dear Sir, let me be riveted here for ever. 

Traff. I know it well for I have many of his Let- 
ters by me,—Amazement |! 


25 M 2 Geedbeart. | 
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Goodbeart. O Daughter! Heavens pour 'a thouſand, 


- thouſand Bleſſings on you !-—-Now I have been a Wit- 


neſs of your Virtue, it fills my Eyes with Tears, my 
Heart with Tranſport. —The Troubles 6f my former 
Life are in one Moment wip'd from my Remem- 
brance. —Riſe, riſe, my Lucia, my Pride, my Comfort, 
and make your generous Benefactor happy. —I owe 
him nothing leſs for his Care of you. 

Lucia, With the ſame Chearfulneſs, dear Sir, ſhall all 
your future Orders be obey'd. O] what a Bleſſing 'tis 
to have a Father! (Mr. Goodheart preſents Lucia to 
Traffick, who receives her kneeling.) 

Traff. My Gratitude and Joy.no Words can ex- 
preſs. Mr. Goodheart, you know how ill I have. deſerv'd 
this Blefling—but all my future Life ſhall be one con- 
tinued Act of Atonement. 5 
Gocdheart. Nor is ſhe dowerleſs, Mr. Traffich. — I 
will give her ten thouſand Pounds on the Day of Mar- 
riage, and twice as much hereafter. My Stock, when! 
embark'd from Liſbon, for the ſake of reducing into 
a ſmall Compaſs, I converted into Diamonds, which, 
when the Veſſel was wreck'd, I ſav'd with Eaſe—nor 


_ 69 I know that Providence was kind to any but my- 


ſelf ; which made me (being here unknown) conceive 


the Thought of perſonating a worthy Servant which I 


loſt, and, under that Character, of beholding with my 
own Eyes my Daughter's Conduct, and what Obliga- 
tions I lay under to my Friends. 

Traff. Your Fortune, Sir, I heartily rejoice at, as 
well as your Eſcape; and fince by your Goodneſs my 
own is like to be enlarg'd, I will endeavour, by pro- 
moting the moſt uſeful Branches of Commerce, to do 


all the Good I am able, both to my own Country and 
to all Mankind. 


Cod heart. 
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Goodheart. Vour liberal Sentiments, Sir, are ſuch as 
I would wiſh for in a Son.— But as I lay conceal'd, I 
ſaw in the Houſe a Gentleman, one Mr. Wealtby, a 
particular Friend of mine when in Spain wiſh to ſee 
him, and converſe with him a little, 

Treff. I will fetch him up immediately. 


| 


Mr. GooDHEART and Lucia. 


\ Lucia. Dear Sir, how ſhall I bear this overwhelming 
Flood of Happineſs ? 

Goodheart. As you have borne Adverſity, my Lucia, 
with Evenneſs of Mind. —Hitherto you have been call'd 
upon to ſuffer Evil—you will now be employ'd in a no 
leſs difficult, but more pleaſing Taſk, that of doing 
Good—as well by your Example as Benevolence. 

Lucia. The firſt, Sir, I will learn from you; and the 
laſt, I truſt, my own Heart will teach me. 


Lucia, GooDHEART, TRAFFICK, and WEALTHY. 
| Goodbeart, My old Friend, Mr. J/ealthy ! I rejoice to 


embrace you. 

Wealthy. Mr. Goodheart ! there is not a Friend in the 
World I ſhould be more glad to ſee; and the more fo, 
as I was inform'd the Ship was loſt on which you em- 
bark'd for England. 

Goodheart. It was, Sir; but Providence, I truſt, has 
preſerv'd me for happier Mom-nts than the paſt, Give 
me leave to preſent you my Daughter; and I can boaſt 
upon Proof, ſhe is worthy any Man's Friendſhip. 

Wealthy. Lady, I give you Joy of the Recovery of as 
worthy a Father as ever made a Daughter happy. 

Lucia, His Friends, Sir, I ſhall ever eſteem. 
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Ar. GooDHEART, WEALTHY, TRAFFICK, Lucia, 
and OLD REyYNaARD. © 


Old Reyn. Odfo! odfo! here has been ſtrange 
Doings, I hear, ſtrange Diſcoveries.—Sir, give me leave 
to wiſh you Joy, (1% Mr. Goodheart) and you, Sir, ( 
Traffick) who I hear are going to be married to this 
Lady—a beautiful Lady, indeed! a charming Lady ! 
You muſt give me leave, Madam, to wiſh you Joy 
too. (Saluting her.) It is my Way, Madam—it is my 
Way. 

IValthy. This Interview of ours, Sir, has been pro- 
ductive of a very particular Piece of good Fortune to 
me, that of meeting my eſteem'd Friend Mr. Goodheart 
here. 

Old Reyn. Ay, ay, Mr. Wealthy, T hope it will be 
productive of more Pleaſure yet hope it will be pro- 
ductive of more Pleaſure. 

Traff. Pray, Mr. Reynard, where is your Son? I 
want to return him Thanks for ſome very particular 
Proofs of his Friendſhip. 

Old Reyn. Ha! ha! ha!—you'll fee him preſently, 
you'll ſee him preſently.— A nimble young Rogue !— 
here he is already. 


GooDHEART, WEALTHY, TRAFFICK, OLD 
REYN ARD, Lucia, YOUNG REYNARD, and 
FANNY. 

Traff. Ha! Jack! what married? May I give you 
oy ? 

"7 Y Reyn. If this old 8 will permit. (Going 

up to Wealthy.) Sir, I hope you will pardon the Bold- 


neſs of my Affection in preſuming to make myſelf 


happy with your Daughter without your Conſent: I 


own, Sir, I ought to have aſk'd it; but as my Fortune 
Es 15 


is not equal to your Expectations, I dar'd not run the 
Riſk of a Denial, chuſing rather to hazard the Lo of 
her Fortune than her Perſon. 

Traff. Handſomely ſaid, faith, Fack. 

Geodheart. How is this, Mr. Wealthy ? J never heard 
you had a Daughter before. 

Wealthy. Nor I neither, Sir. —This Girl, for I will 
own my Folly, I have kept ſome Time as a Miſtreſs : 
but, as old Mr. Reynard inform'd me ſhe had play'd me 
falſe with his Son, and that the young Gentleman was 
deſirous of marrying her, I told him I thought ſhe 
could not do better than marry him, and that I ſhould 
not be diſpleas'd at it. 

Y. Reyn. Is all this true, my Dear! 

Fanny. I will not deny it, Sir. From the Moment 
I became your Wife, I determin'd never to deceive 
you. 

Y. Reyn. The Devil !—I wiſh, Madam, you had 
determin'd ſo a little ſooner. ( Angrily.) 

Fanny. I only waited, Sir, for your Example. 

Traff. Ha! ha! ha!—Dear Reynard, excuſe me; 
J cannot help it—upon my Soul, I cannot help it.” 

Old Reyn. Odſo! odfſo! I have made fine Work of it 
indeed! very fine Work ! Mr. N calthy, you have us'd 
me ill Did not you own ſhe was your Daughter 
and aſſure me, that her Fortune would not be hurt by 
my Son's marrying her? You have very little Regard 
for your Reputation. 

Iealthy. I told you, Sir, ſhe was not my Daughter; 
but you were pleas'd to know better than me.—So 
perceiving that you and your Son had laid your wiſe 
Heads together to debauch the Perſon you ſuppos'd to 
de ſo, and to compel me, as it were, to conſent, only 
for the ſake of my Fortune, I e'en gave you Rope 


Traff. 


enough, and ſuffered you to hang yourſelves. 
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Traff. Faith, Jack, I intended to have been very 
angry with you on Account of certain Tricks you have 
play'd me with this Lady ; but ſince you are fo hap- 
pily married, I would not interrupt your Pleaſure on 
your Wedding- day. 

T. Reyn. Faith, Ned, this very unkind of you, 
to laugh at the Misfortune of a Friend. 

Traff. What, Man! diftreſs'd with your Felicity 
already O Fack! The raviſhing Delight of enjoy- 
< ing Happineſs as the Reward of Conqueſt !” 

Y. Reyn. Curſe ye! 

Traff. <* How different from the lukewarm Pleaſure 
<« that flows from unreſiſting Beauty!“ 

T. Rey. Death and the Devil !—what an Aſs have 
J made of myſelf! I always thought Matrimony was 
appointed, like tilling of the Ground, to puniſh Man 
for his Sins. 


TRAFFICK, LUCIA, GooODHEART, WEALTHY, OLD 
and Y 0UNG REYNARD, FANnNny, CLODPOLE, and 
SALLY I UCKSHEET. p 


Clodpole (endeavouring to hold back Sally.) Doan't be 
in ſuch a waundly Paſſion, Mrs. Sally. 

Sally. Get along, you Oaf—don't pretend to hold 
me—l will be in a Paſſion.—I am wrong'd, injur'd, 
ruin'd, and will have Redreſs.—Ar'n't you aſham'd of 
yourſelf, Sir, (e V. Reynard) to deceive a poor inno- 
cent Girl that lov'd you? Didn't you promiſe to marry 
me, Villain ?—You know you did—and now to for- 
ſake me in my Condition, and marry another ! —But 
I'll make you pay for it—T'll go to Law with you for 
half your Wife's Fortune. 

Clodpole. Soa, ſoa; is that the Keaſe, Miſtreſs ?— 
Adzooks ! Symon had like to have been bit. 

3 F. Reyth 


A COMEDY. | - v0 


Y. Reyn. You are very welcome to it-all, Child; 
but it won't do you much Service, I believe—and her 
Perſon along with it, if you pleaſe —ſince I find it is 
not quite ſo chaſte as your own. + 

Sally. Ar'n't you married then? 

7. Reyn. Ves, my Dear, I am married, to my Sorrow. 

Sally. And what am I to do, Villain ? 

Y. Reyn. Go home, and thank your better Stars 
that you are not, —-I am worſe cheated than you, 
Child ; for you are free from your Betrayer, but I am 
tied to mine for Life. I always told you Matrimony 


was a damn'd Thing; but you would not believe me. , 
: Sally. If you are cheated, I'm ſure you deſerve it— 
You wouldn't have been fo, if you had been as good 
p as your Word to me: For tho' I am poor, I ſhould 
8 have lov'd you as long as I liv'd ; and tho' I brought 
n you no Fortune, I might have ſav'd you one. 


T. Reyn. Ah! Sally! I wiſh I had with all my 
Heart. —T had rather have married my own Miſtreſs 
a thouſand Times, than another Man's. 

Sally. So you ſay now; but if you had it in your 
Power, you would not do it. 

Fanny. Come, Mrs. Sally, you do but expoſe your- 
ſelf. —Y ou had better go about your Buſineſs.— The 
Gentleman, you ſee, is mv Huſband, and I'll make 
him take proper Care of the Child, when it comes. 

Sally. You make him II have a goad mind to tear 
your Eyes out, you impudent Woman, you, to take 
my Huſband from mel] don't believe you are mar- 
ried as you ought to be, now. | 

Old Reyn. Yes, yes—I ha' done it—T ha' done it 
a pox on't II took care of the Licence, and the 
Church, and the Parſon —ruin'd my own Son |—I 
mall hang myſelf, I ſhall hang myſelf. Poor Boy! — 
or Boy l 
Reyth N Traff. 
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Traff. Faith, Fack, altho' thou haſt offended me in the 
tendereſt Part, I begin to pity thee myſelf. —Can no- 
thing be done? Suppoſe you was to offer the Lady 
4 Sum of Money; as the Wedding is not yet conſum- 
mated, it might be better for both. 

Old Reyn. Ay, ay, let her aſk in Moderation—W hat 
ſay you, Son? 

V. Reyn. Any thing, Father, — any thing. What ſay 
you, Plague! 

Fanny. We are married, Sir, faſt as the Church can 
make us—and I'll make you ſtand to it. —Uſe me ill, 
if you dare, —If you do, you ſhall have no Peace, 
Morning, Noon and Night :—PFIl abuſe your Friends, 
beat your Servants, run you in Debt, and do every 
Thing but cuckold' you, and that I won't—only be- 
cauſe you ſhall never be releas'd from me. 

Y. Reyn. What a Termagant ! 

Old Reyn. Mercy on us! Mercy on us! 

Traff. Poor Fack! 

Clodpole. L'ſe never ſaw zuch a Polecat in all my born 
Days. 

Fanny. Mankind have been my Ruin. I have met 
with nothing but Deceit and Abuſe, and now I have 
it in my Power to be reveng'd—Uſe me well, Sir! or 
by Heav'ns I'll make you anſwer for the Perfidies of 
your whole Sex—to whom I owe the Loſs of Virtue, 
Fame, and Friends, and of every Thing that could 
make Life eſtimable, or even bearable. 

Sally. You fee, Sir, what you are like to bring me 
to, whoſe only Fault has been loving of you. (Mecps.) 

Lucia. J hope, Sir, by this Time you are convinc'd 
of the dreadiul Conſequences of betraying Innocence. 

Y. Reyn. I am, Madam, now it is too late; and 


proteſt before all this good Company, I would give 


us 
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wp the deareſt Hope I ever had, that of Fortune, to 
reſtore to a State of Innocence this harmleſs Girl, 
who, I verily believe, but for me, would ever have re- 
main'd virtuous. 

Sally. Is it poſſible you can be in earneſt, Sir? 
Would you marry me! ? 

T. Reyn. As it is the only Way t to 960 it, I would. 

Sally. Then, Sir, you have it in your Power to put 
an end to my Pain, which has been intolerable, and 
to make me the happieſt Woman upon Earth. 

Od Reyn. Is the Girl mad? 

Y. Reyn, Would you could make your Words good, 
and deliver me from this Hell upon Earth 

Fanny. You may ſtruggle, Sir, but *tis in vain; it 
will only make bad worſe.—Turn that Woman out of 
the Room, 

Sally. Be pleas'd to look in my Face, Madam. Can 
you recolle& nothing of me?—What Difference do 
you think a full Wig, Parſon's Gown and Band 
might make? This Licence too, I think, Mr. Laby- 
rinth's Friend put in his Pocket. (Pulls a Paper out of 
her Pocket.) | | 

Fanny. Confuſion to all my Hopes of Happineſs or 
Revenge! She has outwitted me! 

Y. Fam And was you the little Parſon ?—By Heaven 
tis even ſo! what a Deliverance! ( Embraces her.) 

Fanny. Still, Sir, I have your Bond, which I will 
put into immediate Execution. Mean while, may all 
the Curſes of Wedlock, Strife, Hatred, Wretchedneſs, 
and an abandon'd Offspring, attend you. For my 
Part, I cannot be more wretched than I am. —Hence- 


forth Revenge {hall be my only Conſolation. { Runs F.) 


N23; OLD 
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OLD REYNARD, YOUNG REYNARD, GooDHEART, 
Lucia, TRAFFICK, WEALTHY," SALLY, and 
CLODPOLE. 

Old Reyn. Ha! ha! ha! Son, the Bond can't hurt 
you. I have taken care of that, I have taken care of 
that. ® 

Y. Reyn. All the Torments the moſt ingenious 
Cruelty ever invented, cannot be equal to that of 
living with ſuch a Woman. 

Lucia, Yet *tis poſſible, Sir, that even this Woman, 
had it not been for the Perhdy ſhe complains of, might 
have made an amiable and affectionate Wife; ſince 
the Spirit of Revenge, by which ſhe is ſo violently agi- 
tated, muſt be in Proportion to the delicate Senſe ſhe 

_ bas of thoſe Virtues and Advantages which ſhe has 
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1181 been robb'd of. | 
| ö 7. Reyn. It is too true, Madam. 5 ; 
| U Lucia. Then, Sir, T hope you will not falſify your 
| Promiſe to this young Woman; but, ſince you can no | 
iN other Way repair the Injury you have done her, will, 
I; by convincing her that the faithful Attachment of a i 
1H good Huſband is « Woman's bell Security and greateſt 
18 Happineſs, teach her to look back with Horror at the 
I Pit from which ſhe is eſcap'd; and I doubt not ſhe : 
i will endeavour by every Means in her Power to re- 
lit quite that Goodneſs which _ſhe feels the happy In- . 
Tiki | fluence of. 
1 Traff. Ineſtimable Treaſute !—O Fact! how could'ſt 
Ii! thou tempt me to abuſe ſuch an Angel !— Tell me nov 4 
\ what is Fortune ? 
Y; Raw! ids Dog<-Hatthe Sex been all Lucian Mi” 
I might have thought otherwiſe. - 


Lucia. But it is hard, Mr. Reynard, you ſhould take 
your Sample of the Sex from that Part which has laid 
aſide its diſtinguiſhing Characteriſtick, Modeſty. 


Sah. 
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Sally. Generous Lady! if Mr. Reynard will con- 


deſcend to make me his Wife, he ſhall never bave 


Occaſion to repent: It ſhall be my conſtant Study to 
promote his Happineſs and Intereſt, and to make him 
amends by my Frugality for the Want of Fortune. 

Wealthy. Mr. Reynard, you have deliver'd me from 
a Termagant I was tir'd of, but whoſe violent Spirit 
made me fear to turn her off; and as I have in ſome 
meaſure occaſion'd your preſent Difficulties, I will 
make you a Preſent of two thouſand Pounds on your 
Marriage with this ſpirited young Woman, who J 
think has well deſerv'd you, and thus endeavour, by 
one- good Action, to atone for thoſe bad ones which 
| have long been ſorry for. 

Old Reyn. Egad, Son! ſhe's a mettled Girl, and a care- 
ful Girl; and for Family—what makes it but Money? 


| A Penny ſav'd is a Penny got. Follow my Inſtruc- 


tions, and you ſhall come to be Lord-Mayor yet.— 
Een marry her, I ſay, and take the Money while the 
Gentleman's in the Mind. 


Traff. Come, Jack, ſhe's handſome, no Fool, and 


has won you fairly. 


Y. Reyn. Well, Huſſey, here I take you for ever — 


and will make you the beſt Huſband I can. This 


Houſe is yours, which I will immediately diſcharge of 
its preſent Poſſeſſors, and never more ſeek for Pleaſure 
that Way, without I am diſappointed at home. 

Sally. Which you ſhall never be whilſt I can give it 
you. 

Lucia, Since all Parties are now like to be made 
happy, permit me, Mr. [Zealthy, to put in a ſmall Plea 
in behalf of the unſortunate Perſon you were pleaſed to 
acknowledge as the Object of your blameable Pleaſures 
Make her now 'the Object of your unblameable 

ones — 
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ones — I mean your Charity and Benevolence 
Thus you may poſſibly remove from her Mind that 
Spirit of Prejudice and Revenge which ſeems to have 
poſſeſſed it, and give her Reaſon co believe, that, if 
Women were more virtuous, Men would be lej; 
perfidious. 

IVealthy. Amiable Lady! Depend upon it, it ſhal 
be her own Fault if ſhe is not properly provided for. 

Goodheart. Mr. Reynard, it is uſual for thoſe that rail 
at Matrimony to collect together into one Picture al 
the Humours, Faults, and Unhappineſſes of th whole 
Body of Married Couples. — Let me tell you, that 
is unfair. — Shou'd you do ſo by the Unmarried, it 
would be utterly deteſtable.— We are all ſubject to 
ſome Weakneſſes, and ſhould be prepar'd reciprocally 
to allow for them: But upon the whole, you will find 
that Marriage, by happily uniting the Cords of In- 
tereſt with the Bands of Affection, is infinitely the beſt 
ſuited to make happy a State, where mutual Wants 
ſtand in need of mutual Aſſiſtance; and that Heaven, 
which firſt inſtituted it, will ever continue to it a 
peculiar Bleſſing, 


 Exn of the FiFTa ACV. 


Occaſional EPILOGUE. 


Spoken in the Characters of a Soldier and a Sailor, who, 
after the Curtain is let down, come from each Side, 
and ſhake Hands in the Middle of the Stage. 


Sold. IH HAT, honeſt Petarero ! 


Sail. — — — Peter Prime 
Sold. Ha ! where haſt been, my Boy, this hugeous Time p 
Sail. I've been to trim the Nabobs, fight the Blacks, 
And cram with their Rupees our empty Sacks : 
But what haſt thou been at, my Heart of Oak ? 
I hat brought you here to ſee theſe Acting Folk ? 
Sold. Neceſſity — for, faith, to tell you true, 
This Peace-Time Soldiers have enough to do 
To fill their empty Bellies — Bread's ſo dear — 
And then that curſed Tax upon Strong-Beer. 
But Moll ſupplies with Oranges the Pit, 
And I keep Places — thus we pick a Bit. 


| There — don't you ſee your old Acquaintance fland ? 


Her Orange- Baſket dangling in her Hand. 
[Pointing to a Fruit-Girl, 
Sail. Aye, ſo ſhe does — I thought, when I ſet ſail, 
Her Main- Sheet ſcem'd to ſtbell before the Gale — 


| What came of that Incumbrance ? 


Sold. — — = Faith, my Lad, 


'T went very hard with me — for Times were bad — 


An empty Belly, and an empty Purſe, 
| And not a Croſs for Midwife or for Nurſe : 


Though, when my Country call d, I've flood unmav'd 


| In Fields of Death — to fee the Wife I lo 


Endanger'd and diſtreſs'd in Time of Need, 
Made my Tears flow, and my poor Heart to bleed. 
Sail. Well, thou'rt an honeſt Fellow — ſhake a Pau; 
And with theſe Dollars mend the preſent Flaw. 
[Giving Money, 
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2 oy 1 "a moves me 
Hut Yor thes Whining — and now let us #now 
How got you out this Serge? eb r. 
Sold. —— Mere] boat arm, e 
As gen rous Wirthies as &er trod the Ground. 
Theſe Gents and Nobles — Bleſſings on tha fall!? 
Reliev'd their \Soldier, and prefers d poor Moll. 
Why, Man, they've.got a Houſe in Brownltow-Street, | 
IVhert, orice. a Wetk,, for this Intent they: mei; 
Aud there they club their Heads, and Gold gels, 
To drive Diſtreſs from evi ry pron Man Dor; 23 
And while to ſerve our King abroad we m, * . 
They ſave our Hoes from” Miſery at Bom... 
This Play you've fern was all of their: e Fs 
To raiſe Supplies to ſerve their. kind Intention,” 

Sail. Aye, ſay you foes — „ere George — wilt have « 


ans ann his Box, 
If I before had known ity I'd have flrd-- 


A Guinea in the hong Felliw's Hand 
That kept the Door — the Thing is nebly plann'd — 

If thus it is they uſe their Pow'r and Wealth, 

Pl! felt their Battles, and I'll drink their Health ; 
Whirever. Danger. calls, {II be their Man — 
Let Don or Munſcer burt them if they can. 


P. 19. I. 4. for Brothel read Place of free Entertainme:t. 
P. 21. IL. 19. for Letcher read Debauchee. 
P. 77-1. 1. of Lacia's Speech, for Days read Hours. 


N. B. The Reader is requeſted to eraſe the Name ol 


Twck/veet wherever it occurs, and read Sal only. 
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